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The Old Testament 
Prodigal 


By John McNeill 


My text is in the 119th Psalm, the 59th and 60th verses. 
“I thought on my ways, and turned my feet unto thy testi- 
monies. I made haste, and delayed not to keep thy command- 
ments.” That is what I call the Old Testament story of the 
Prodigal Son. All that you have in the New Testament set 
forth with circumstance and detail is condensed into this 
brief epitome from the man who wrote the Psalms. 


“I thought on my ways.” In the 
New Testament it is set forth at 
length; here it is implied rather 
than expressed; but there and here 
what you have is the history of 
aman who once lived at home, 
but he wandered away into shame 
and folly, and when he came to 
himself he went back again to 
all blessedness for this world and 
the next. This would have done! 
splendidly as a headstone to set 
over the grave of the returned 
prodigal of Christ’s .story when 
he died; for Christ has told us 
about the young man so vividly 
that we have long ceased to look 
at him as a mere lay figure in a 
story; he has become real to us; 
and I often think this young fel- 
low after he came home stayed 
home and did well and perhaps 
by and by he got the whole estate 
into his hands. He outlived his. 
father and his elder brother, and 
at last filled with honors he lay 
down and died, ‘and devout men 
carried him to his burial, and 


(Continued on page 5) 
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A FAMGUS CHRISTIAN NOVEL --- 
READ IT EVERY WEEK! 


A moving story of the coming of the Gospel to the 
foothills of the Rockies in Western Canada in pioneer 
days of the 1880's. How miners and lumbermen found 
Christ; how Christians fought and won over wide-open 
liquor and gambling in those lawless days. Adventure, 
love, and salvation! 
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Fifteen chapters of this famous novel will be run in the next four 
months, a chapter a week. This story has been famous for half a 
century, but it is as heart-warming as ever, See that young people 
and old, saints and sinners read this story! 
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CHAPTER I. 
CHRISTMAS EVE IN A LUMBER CAMP 


It was due to a mysterious dispensation of Providence and a 
good deal to Leslie Graeme that I found myself in the heart of the 
Selkirks for my Christmas eve as the year 1882 was dying. It had 
been my plan to spend my Christmas far away in Toronto, with 
such bohemian and boon companions as could be found in that cosmo- 
politan and kindly city. But Leslie Graeme changed all that, for, 
discovering me in the village of Black Rock, with my traps all packed, 
waiting for the stage to start for the Landing, thirty miles away, 
he bore down upon me with resistless force, and I found myself 
recovering from my surprise only after we had gone in his lumber 
sleigh some six miles om Our way to his camp up in the mountains. 
I was surprised and much delighted, though I would not allow him to 
think so, to find that his old-time power over me was still there. He 
could always in the old ‘varsity days—dear, wild days—make me 


(Continued on page 6) 
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Dr. 
Radio Station HCJB.) 


Why Medical Missions? 
One of the greatest needs on the 
mission field is a means of attract- 
ing people to come within range 
of the Gospel, and this is especially 


true in a region like Ecuador, 
where many Indians live in iso- 
lated regions, scattered far over 


lofty mountain slopes or deep in 
the jungle vastness on either side 
of the mighty Andes. Tremendous 
areas are untouched by evangelical 
missionary endeavor—little Indian 
houses high up in the mountains, 
even up to the snow line, or in 
the jungles, which appear as we 
fly by missionary plane like a 
solid green carpet of trees and 
vines. Under that green blanket, 
however, are little Indian huts, 
and many of their inhabitants 
have never heard the name of Je- 
sus or the story of how He came 
to save them. How can these peo- 
ple be reached? It is not possible, 
with the few missionaries now on 
the field to reach them all, but 
a means is available whereby they, 
themselves, will come to the mis- 
sionary, a method so attractive 
and necessary to them that they 
WILL COME. That is the blessed 
lesson of medical missionary 
work—it attracts people to the 
place where they can hear the 
Gospel. 

By way of graphic illustration, 
we were holding a rural clinic 
at a northern mission station, and 
noticed great excitement among 


the Indians lined up awaiting their 
turn to see the doctor. They point- 
ed down the trail to where an old 
couple was toiling up the hill, the 
local witch doctor and his wife. 
The witch doctor never goes near 
a mission station, for he considers 


dow eee 


Martyred Nate Saint of the Mis- 
sionary Aviation Fellowship, with 
wife Marjorie, during last fur- 
lough. Nate flew Roberts on the 
jungle journey, died with other 
martyrs later. 
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Missionary Doctor Takes Healing and the Gospel 
Among Tribes Where Auca Indians Martyred 


Five Missionaries. 


By Paul M, Roberts, M.D. 


(Editor’s Note: A few months before Missionaries Jim Elliot, 
Nate Saint, Ed McCully, Pete Fleming and Roger Youderian were 
killed by Auca Indians this account by their fellow missionary, Dr. 
<Ooberts, was written. All the martyrs are mentioned in the account. 
Roberts is a medical missionary working with the Missionary | 


missionaries as his enemies, turn- 
ing his people from the worship of 
evil spirits and idols, from dark- 
ness to light, He wants no part 
with any missionary, but he was 
coming up that mountain trail— 
why? His wife was seriously ill, 
his “cures” had failed, and he 
was coming to the missionary doc- 
tor for help. We praise God for 
the power of missionary medical 
work to attract people within the 
sound of the Gospel. What super- 
stition, fear, and spiritual darkness 


abound. We face a people with| 


| 


no hope in life, no true knowledge 
of the Lord Jesus Christ. It is only 
as they come for bodily healing 
that we can tell them the story 
of Jesus, who can lift them from 
sin and misery, and medicine is 
helping break down the barriers 
of fear and ignorance. 

Apart from the difficulty of 
house-to-house visitation in these 
vast mountain and jungle areas, 
there are not sufficient mission- 
aries to cover this field. There 
is one missionary for every 30,000 
people in South America! It is 
impossible to reach them all so 
that they may at least hear ONCE, 
But the glorious answer is that 
if we cannot visit each little hut 
and village, if we do not have 
sufficient personnel to travel all 
over the mighty mountains, we 
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Ke Missionary Martipes 
IN By Dr. H.H. Savage 


Pastor First Baptist Church, Pontiac, Michigan, and 
President National Association of Evangelicals, 
Message Given January 12, 1956 


In I Samuel 24:14 we read, “After whom is the king 
of Israel come out? After whom dost thou pursue? after a 


dead dog, after a flea?”’ 


Saul, the king, had evidently ridiculed the power and 
importance of David and his men by referring to him as 
simply a dead dog, or a flea. Yet the king had left his duties 
in the nation’s capital, and with a retinue of three thousand 
chosen men was trying to find David. 


David, after cutting off Saul’s 


skirt while he slept, sarcastically | 


pur- | 
| 


shouted, “So you are just 
suing a dead dog, are you? you 


are just chasing a flea? it seems | 


rather strange that you would put 
forth such an effort in achieving 
such an unimportant result.” 
And yet, isn’t it true today, 
that millions of humans are spend- 


ing their lives chasing infinitesi- | 7 


mals that will have no more value 
than dead dogs, or fleas at the 
judgment seat of Christ—things 
that will have absolutely no eter- 
nal value? 

The whole civilized world has 
been shocked with the martyrdom 
of five splendid examples of in- 
telligent, consecrated manhood 
this past week at the hands of 
jungle barbarians. These Indians 
were made barbarians, probably 
by the iniquitous treatment that 
they have received during the 
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Dr. H. H. Savage 
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(This week we have a guest to answer 
the question—Dr. Philip £. Howard, Jr., 
Editor of THE SUNDAY SCHOOL TIMES.) 


i 


Should Choir Members 
Be Christians? 


I am of the opinion, perhaps 
because of early training, that 
only Christians should sing in 
the choir——those who are born 
again and can truthfully sing 
the praises of God; that it is 
wrong for a choir director to 
ask just anyone, whose testi-| 
mony on the street is definitely 
negative and unchristian, to | 
have such a vital part in the) 
worship service. 

Certainly, the members of a 
cnurch choir should be saved and 
yielded Christians. The part of 
tne choir in church services in 
which the Gospel is preached and | 
the Bible expounded as God’s| 


Word is a spiritual ministry, and | 


unless it is understood and ac- 
cepted as such by the singers, 
trouble is almost sure to result. 
Even in true Christians there 
may be remnants of pride and 
jealousy, or temptations to these 
sins, but they are checked and/' 
kept under by the Spirit of God; 
and if they appear in a choir, 
a consecrated leader can appeal 
to the singers to give place to one 
another, to allow those who have 


the best voices to take the most | by 
the ground | 


prominent parts, on 
that they are singing for the glory 
of the Lord. But too often the 
motive that prompts unsaved sing- 
ers to join a choir is the desire 
to show off their voices, and if 
they are rebuked or given a lesser 


place, this may lead to trouble. 


There is another serious evil 
that comes when those who are 
not born again join a choir, and 
that is insincerity and hypocrisy. 
The singers themselves may not 
be at all aware of this, but it can- 
not be avoided. An unsaved man 
or woman is simply not telling 
the truth when he sings: “I am 
thine, O Lord, I have heard Thy 
voice,” or “O happy day, that 
fixed my -choice on Thee, my 
Saviour and my God,” or “My 
Jesus, I love Thee, I know Thou 
art mine.” A person who is not 
Willing to yield his life into God's 
hands has no right to sing: “Have 
Thine own way, Lord! Have Thine 
own way!” or “When I survey the 
wondrous cross.” If he does, he 
is playing fast and loose with the 
things of God and grieving the 
Spirit of God, and telling a con- 
gregation something that he does 
not mean. In his great Psalm of 
confession, David said, “Behold, 
Thou desirest truth in the inward 
parts” (Psa, 51:6). 

Thoughtful hearers can tell the 
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have something which will bring 
them within range of the Gospel 
of God's grace. We don’t have to 
go out looking for the Indian— 
rather does he come, looking for 
us, when he discovers that his sick 
baby can be made well again; his 
wife cured of a dread disease; his 
own physical needs met and rem- 
edied. Medical mission work acts 
as a magnet to draw, not one or 
two, not groups of four or five, 
but hundreds of Indians to rural 
clinics, where they may hear the 
Gospel, Local missionaries, as we 
set up our clinic in their station, 
almost always point out to us new 
faces, the Indians who have never 
come near them before. 


As we further consider the 
“why” of medical missions, we 
‘must remember the compassion 


of the Lord Jesus to those who 
suffered. His was a heart of in- 


finite love, and as He came in 
contact with the afflicted, the suf- 
fering, the diseased, over and over 
again we read that He had com- 
passion upon them and _ healed 
them. In Matthew 14:14 we read, 
“And Jesus went forth, and saw 


difference between the singing of 
an unbeliever who does not really 
mean what he or she says, and 
that of a born-again Christian who 
sings from the heart, The work 
of a spiritual choir is described 
in Colossians 3:16, 17: “Let the 
word of Christ dwell in you richly 
in all wisdom; teaching and ad- 
monishing one another in psalms 
and hymns and spiritual songs, 
| singing with grace in your hearts 
‘to the Lord. And whatsoever ye 


| do in word or in deed, do all in 
| the name of the Lord Jesus, giv- 
_ing thanks to God and the Father 


him.” A _ similar 
Ephesians 5:19, 20: “Speaking to 
yourselves in psalms and hymns 
and spiritual songs, singing and 
making melody in your heart to 
the Lord; giving thanks always 
for all things unto God and the 
Father in the name of our Lord 
Jesus Christ.” Such a ministry 
cannot be exercised by those who 
do not have the Spirit of God. 


Dr. Philip E. Howard, 
in his hook, ANSWERS FOR IN- 
Ou TIRING CHRISTIANS, 


passage is 


sae ge ered by 


EDITOR’S NOTE: We agree 
with the fine words of Dr. Ho- 
ward above, that the regular choir 
members who represent the 
church and are agents of the 
church, should be converted peo- 
ple. Hlowever, we do not mean 
that unconverted people ought not 
to be encouraged to sing; and in 
public unorganized choirs for re- 
vival services where all who wish 
to sing are invited and where 
it is understood that to sing in 
the choir does not make one in 
any wise a representative of any 
church, singing in the choir might 
be a good way to hear the Gos- 
pel, In large revival services the 
choir is generally regarded as just 
a part of the congregation, the 
singers are volunteers, and mem- 
bers of the choir are not regarded 
as official representatives’ of 


Christ and the church. 
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a great multitude, and was moved 
with compassion toward them, and 
he healed their sick.” Moved with 
compassion—why? Because He 
loved them! The inevitable re- 
sponse of a heart of love toward 
those who suffer and are in need, 
is a deep and sincere desire to 
help them. Healing the sick was 
one of the many ways in which 
the Lord Jesus showed His love 
and compassion. Over and over 
again, as He sent His disciples 
out to preach the Gospel, He also 
commanded them to heal the sick 
(Matt. 10:7, 8; Luke 9:2; Luke 
10:9). 


The healing of the sick, vital, 
wonderful, and compassionate as 
it may be, is not enough—we must 
also with it preach the Gospel of 
the Lord Jesus Christ. if medical 
missionary work has as its only 
aim the healing of disease-rid- 
den bodies, wonderful as that work 
may be, it has become one-sided, 
and the word “missionary” may 
well be deleted from its title. My 
associates and I could spend our 
lives in Ecuador, do a wonderful 
work, and bring great relief to 
suffering humanity, but if actua- 
ted only by humanitarian motives, 
if not used as a wedge for the 
entrance of the gospel light, our 


efforts would be as “hay and stub-‘ 


ble” in the sight of God. But by 
the grace of God, and only by His 
grace, we are endeavoring to fol- 
low the pattern set by the Lord 
Jesus, and the work of the Voice 
of the Andes, in ALL of its de- 
partments, is but a-means of 
preaching the blessed gospel story. 
To this we have pledged ourselves, 
and by God’s grace, we shall re- 
main faithful to our missionary- 
medical trust. 


The Work of HCJB—The 
Voice of the Andes 

As practically every reader of 
this small volume realizes, I have 
the happy privilege of being a mis- 
sionary with the Voice of the An- 
des, Radio Station HCJB, in Quito, 
Ecuador. This radio station was 
established in 1931 by Dr. Clar- 
ence W. Jones, and Dr. Reuben 
E. Larson, who were faithful to 
the call of God to pioneer in this 
unusual (at that time) missionary 
endeavor, In 1949 the medical 
work was begun, and we are now 
praising God for the faithful 
friendship and partnership of the 


Morning Cheer Family, as we ded- 
icate the first missionary hos- 
pital in Ecuador’s history, the 


Rimmer Memorial Hospital, erect- 
ed in loving memory of our dear 
friend—and yours—the late Dr. 
Harry Rimmer, who is now with 
the Lord. 

if you have a short wave radio 
in your home, you have undoubt- 
edly picked up some of the broad- 
casts of the The Voice of the An- 


des during its English release, 
daily, 9-12 p.m. In addition we 
have programs in nine different 


languages, and broadcast 24 hours 
every day. On the Quito staff a- 
lone there are some 55 adult mis- 
sionaries, in addition to the child- 
ren, Working along with them are 
some 50 Ecuadorians, who assist 
in the various branches of the 
work, of broadcasting. This num- 
ber will, of course, be greatly aug- 
mented when the new hospital is 
open and functioning. 


Jungle Journeys 

Isaiah 9:2 is with us constantly 
as We carry on one vital phase 
of our evayugelistic medical-mis- 
sionary work. “The people that 
walked in darkness have seen a 
great light: they that dwell in the 
land of the shadow of death, upon 
them hath the light shined.” 
This verse applies well to the peo- 
ple of the jungle, for they walk 
in a darkness so great that one’s 
heart almost breaks as one con- 
Siders the great multitude which 
has never learned of Jesus, the on- 
ly Light of Life. 

Although Quito is our base, and 
the work there keeps us busy, we 
endeavor to make periodic jungle 
trips, and as our staff expands, 
we hope and pray that this phase 
of our ministry will expand also. 
We visit as many outpost mission 
stations as possible now, holding 
medical clinics in co-operation 
with other evangelical mission 
societies. I would like to tell you 
of one trip to the eastern jungles 
of Ecuador. Many of our Indian 


patients come to us from the jun- 
gle, and this work ties in per- 
fectly with what we are doing 
in Quito. The Rimmer Memorial 
Hospital will be the center of op- 
erations for medical work through- 
out all Ecuador, and serious cases 
will be brought in for treatment 
there, These rural clinics serve 
several purposes. They help the 
outpost missionaries in their medi- 
cal work; they enable the Indians 
to become better acquainted with 
the white man and gain confidence 
in him, whether that white man 
be a member of HCJB’s medical 
staff, or the local missionary at 
the particular jungle station; and 
almost each trip gives us addition- 
al information about the various 
tropical diseases found almost ex- 
clusively in the jungles, such ex- 
perience aiding us in building up 
proper treatment procedures. 

My wife, Barbara, and our two 
boys were accompanying me as 
far as the edge of the jungle, 
as I began this trip eastward, 
and were to stay with missionary 
friends while I went into the jun- 
gle. 

As we began the journcy down 
to a mere 9,000 feet we left the 
main road and drove through a 
back road in order to pass through 
a small village, where we were 
well received, had the opportunity 
of talking about the Lord; and 
leaving a few Testaments with 
those who could read, We contin- 
ued on to the town of Latacunga, 
where a missionary family is sta- 
tioned. “Touring” in Ecuador is 
quite different from traveling in 
the United States.’ We do not 
have roadside restaurants or 
“drive-ins” and we try to time 
our schedule to visit in missionary 
stations on the way, for a little 
rest, a cup of coffee and, better 
still for them and us, some fellow- 
ship about the Word. We spent 
only a few minutes in Latacunga, 
and then resumed our journey to- 
ward Ambato, 85 miles south of 
Quito, which was the heart of the 
earthquake of 1949. We stopped 
in Ambato for gasoline, and to 
purchase food supplies for the jun- 
gle missionaries. One never makes 
a journey of this kind, deep into 
the jungle, without taking fresh 
vegetables and meat, for these 
things are usually impossible to 
obtain in the forest. 


We were journeying over what 
was nothing more than a tempor- 
ary road, winding down the moun- 
tain passes, in many places level- 
ed over the top of huge landslides 
that tower up for 2,000 feet or 
more. Below is a rushing torrent 
of water and up above are jag- 
red rocks and mud that threaten 
to slide again at any moment. This 
is a typical condition on this road. 


Piloted by Nate Saint, Now 
Martyred 

The road on which we circled 
the gorge was a makeshift, tem- 
porary affair, wide enough only 
for one vehicle at a time, bumping 
over rocks: and mudholes, finaily 
leading us over a hopelessly in- 
adequate, rickety wooden bridge 
to cross the river, As we passed 
over it, we wondered if it would 
still be there, two weeks later, 
on our return journey, and it was! 
The beauty spread out on every 
hand baffles description—cascad- 
ing waterfalls down the sides of 
the peaks on either hand, but in 
spite of all the beauty, we were 
glad to reach our destination at 
Shell Mera, about five o’clock that 
afternoon. We had been on the 
road since seven in the morning, 
ten hours to cover 150 miles! At 
Shel. Mera we received a warm 
welcome from Marjorie and Nate 
Saint of the Missionary Aviation 
Fellowship, and Nate Saint was to 
be our pilot as we flew into the 
jungle. (Nate Saint was one of 
the martyrs recently slain by Au- 
ca Indians.) 

After spending a day dividing 
our supplies for the various mis- 
sionary stations we hoped to visit, 
so as not to over-burden the lit- 
tle plane, we spent some time 
holding a medical clinic, and again 
it was the same pitiful story of 
numbers of people ill, but no place 
to turn for help. Oh, the sadness 
of it! You who read these pages 


j}need go only down the street, or 


across the city, for the best medi- 
cal care in the world, but these 
poor jungle people have nowhere 
to turn when loved ones become 
ill, suffer, and die. 


Friends have asked why the 
name “Shell Mera’? The road to 


Martyr is te 


pet 


@ Stanley Davis (Prairie Ang 
ble Institute class of ’86) of 
HCJB has written us about 
one of the five, his good friend 
Ed McCully: 


One of Ed’s close Indian friends, 
upon hearing that Ed was missing, 
set out alone with his little canoe 
up the river which borders the 
Auca tribe, located his body at 
the site, removed such things as 
his watch, ete., and returned to 
Mrs. McCully. In the face of the 
fact that even the head hunters 
and all the other Indians really 
fear the fierce Auca tribe, this 
lone Indian friend was willing to 
risk his life to go and find his 
master. 


@ The day following the 
burial of the martyrs, the five 
young widows flew over the 
site and dropped some flow- 
ers. As they were circling the 
site, one of the wives said, 
“They lost the battle, but they 
won the victory.’ Another 
said, “It was not an accident, 
for it was definitely in the 
program of God.” 


@ A week before this slaugh- 
ter Nate Saint was reading to 
the children before bedtime. 
As he read the account of Ste- 
phen’s stoning, he broke down 
and wept over the martyr’s 
wonderful spirit as he faced — 
death. From various remarks 
he made in recent weeks, we 
gather he seemed to know 
that this effort was going to 
cost him his life. 


@ Fortified by his mother’s 
faith, little Stephen Saint 
(five years) inquired concern- 
ing his father: “How long 
will it take him to get to 
Heaven?” (Life, Jan. 30) 


@ Five years ago James Elliot 
wrote in his diary: “When. it 
comes time to die, make sure 
all you have to do is die.” 


@ Lefore these five martyrs 
set forth on their last journey 
on earth, they sang together: 


We rest on Thee, our Shield and 
our Defender; 

Thine is the battle, Thine shall 
be the praise 

When, passing through the gates 
of pearly splendour, 

Victors, we rest with 
through endless days. 

— From The Prairie Overcomer 


Thee 


the jungie used to end at a little 
town called “Mera,” and a few 
yeays ago the Shell Oil Company 
came to Ecuador, believing there 
might be oil in the jungle area, 
They established a large air base 
about five miles east of Mera, and 
called that new settlement “Shell 
Mera.” The oil company has long 
Since left, but the air base they 
built serves now as an excellent 
landing strip for the Missionary 
Aviation Fellowship, and it is 
there that Marjorie and Nate 
Saint live. Shell Mera is really the 
“jumping off place” for the june 
gle, as far as missionaries are 
concerned. 


The next morning we were all 
ready to go, but weather is the 
most important factor when one 
flies over the jungle, with no open 
fields in case of engine trouble! 
Great care must be taken before 
leaving the ground, and we had 
to wait for the rain and fog to 
lift, In the afternoon word came 
over the “Jungle Network” that 
rain and fog had lifted at Shandia, 
and soon it lifted in Shell Mera 
too. I said good-by to my wife and 
our two little boys. As the plane 
began to taxi toward the runway, 
the last thing I saw was David 
and Jimmy waving good-by to 
their daddy in the little yellow 
plane. Sometimes we think our 
boys quite grown up—although 
they are only 4 and 5 years of age 
—but somehow, when you leave 
them like that, they seem so very 
little! We committed ourselves, 
our families and our flight to 
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GOOD NEWS! 


“Don t Give Up the Ship” 


“Spurgeon’s Sermons . . . Memorial Library” Still Available 


With 


30 SWORD Subscriptions! 


Publishers Grant 


SWORD Special Permission on Deadline, You Can 
Yet Take Advantage of the 20 Volume Offer. 
Hurry! 


By Evangelist Robert L. Sumner, Associate Editor 


An exemplary highlight of cour-r— 


age recorded in the illustrious | 


history of our great nation was | feo] 


given by United States Naval /many subscriptions in a little less 


'than three months, You can if you 


Captain, James Lawrence, com- 


ers. Do not hold back because you 
that you cannot get that 


mander of the frigate “Chesa- | awork at it! 


peake,” during the war of 1812. | 


His ship engaged in a bitter battle | },, 


with the British 
“Shannon,” just outside of Boston | 
harbor. During the bloody skir- | 
mish that followed, about the time | 


man-of-war | 


that it began to appear his ship | 
would be soundly defeated, Law-| 
rence was mortally wounded. As} 
he lay dying he made a plea to 
his men which has been a ringing 
battle cry of the American fight- 
ing forces from that hour to this. 
That courageous warrior’s fight- 
ing intreaty to his discouraged, 
downhearted, almost defeated men 
was: “Don’t gwe up the ship!” 

I am afraid some of our readers 
have given up the ship with refer- 
ence to our wonderful offer of 
Spurgeon’s Sermons ... Memorial 
Library which we have been offer- 
ing free with 30 subscriptions to 
THE SWORD OF THE LorD at the 
regular rates. This wonderful 20 
volume set, containing over 400 
of the finest sermons preached by 
the man universally acknowledged 
as “the Prince of Preachers,” is 
certainly one of the greatest of- 
fers we have ever made in the 
long and fruitful history of THE 
SworD OF THE LORD. Good Chris- 
tians all over the world are re- 
cognizing this as an outstanding 
opportunity and a_ tremendous 
value. For example, I have just 
received an agreement from a 
brother in New South Wales, 
Australia, saying that he will 
work for the books, calling it 
“the marvelous offer.” 


I think perhaps the main reason 
why so many have given up the 
ship with reference to this un- 
usual opportunity is that in all 
our advertising we referred to the 
February 29 deadline, Now our 
readers feel that since this date 
is past it is too late to sign the 
agreement and work for the set. 

However, the publishers of this 
wonderful set were so pleased 
when we called them on long dis- 
tance on the 29th of February 
‘and gave them an order for 6,000 
books that they very graciously 
offered to supply us with further 
sets at the same special price 
through June 30th, 1956, the 
deadline for turning in 30 sub- 
scriptions. It is mighty fortunate 
‘for us that they did this, too, as 
we have already received signed 
agreements from Sworp readers 
far in excess of the number or- 
dered. This also means that we 
can take care of as many more 
agreements as we receive at no 
higher cost to us. Those of you 
who wanted to accept the offer, 
but for some.reason or another 
failed to do so, may still take 
advantage of it. Surely this is 
good news indeed! If you have 
been feeling sorry for yourself 
for letting the offer pass by, take 
advantage of it immediately. 
“Don’t giwe up the ship!” 

Some will anxiously ask, “Do 
you think there is enough time 
left to get 30 subscriptions before 
the offer closes?”’ Yes, there is 
-plenty of time! You have nearly 
‘three months before our June 30th 

eadline and that should be more 
-than enough time to get only 30 
subscriptions at the $2.50 rate. 
Others are getting them much, 
‘much quicker than that. For ex- 
ample, about one month from the 
date I made the first announce- 
ment of this offer in THE SWORD, 
OF THE LorpD—and about two 
weeks after the February 29th 
date—about one-tenth of all the 
subscriptions pledged had been 
‘turned in. Many had already 
turned in their entire 30 sub- 
scriptions and even before the 
29th of February one brother in 
Colorado had turned in 140 sub- 
scriptions. Since that time he has 
turned in a good number of oth- 
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Some have asked us if we would 
Ip them in getting the sub- 
scriptions. 

We will help you in every way 
that we possibly can, of course. 
are some things we cannot 
and will not do, however. One 
good brother wanted us to send 
a list of all present subscribers in 
his area, complete with addresses, 
so that he could go around to 
them, I suppose, and get them 
to renew. That would hardly help 
us since most of them would re- 
new without any special appeal 
from anyone. That would be an 
easy way to get some free ser- 
mon books but is hardly what we 
had in mind when we made the 
offer of the books. However, we 
will furnish you with all the free 
sample copies you request which 
you can prayerfully distribute in 
trying to get subscriptions. We 
will supply you with a free copy 
of a folder, “Fascinating Facts,” 
which gives many ideas for selling 
THE SWORD OF THE LorD to pro- 
spective subscribers. We will let 
you count both new and renewal 
subscriptions at the $2.50 rate 
toward your quota of 30. Every 
three year subscription for $5.00 
(regular rate) which you obtain 
will count as one subscription, 


A number have written us and 
asked, “Suppose I work toward 
the 30 subscriptions and cannot 
get them before June 30th; what 
happens?” No one will work in 
vain. You may be sure that we 
will make it right with you for the 
subscriptions you have turned in. 
We will let you select free books 
from our catalog in proportion 
to the number of subscriptions 
you have turned in, or give cash 
commission on subscriptions or 
let you have as many of the 20 
Volume set of Spurgeon’s Ser- 
mons as you will have earned, if 
over half. However, do not let 
up in your effort to get all the 
subscriptions before that particu- 
lar deadline. I think you can if 
you really try. 

Another question we have re- 
ceived repeatedly with reference 
to our offer is, “Do I need to 


.send all 30 subscriptions in at 


once?” Not necessarily. If you do 
get all your subscriptions im a 
short period of time you should 
send them in in small groups. DO 
NOT HOLD subscriptions, but 
send them soon, five or more at 
2*time if possible. Say, “To be 
credited on my 30 subscriptions 
for Spurgeon’s Sermons.” 


Alternate Plan for Sword 
Books 


~ 


Remember that we also have an 
alternate subscription plan where- 
by you can get free books other 
than the Spurgeon’s set with 30 
or more subscriptions. According 
to this plan we give $50.00 worth 
of books from our catalog, both 
our own books and those of other 
publishers, with every $75.00 
worth of subscriptions sent in at 
the regular rates. (Notice, $50.00 
worth instead of $37.50 as first 
offered.) In other words, we will 
give you back in free books 50% 
of the total amount you send in. 


Dear Brother Rice: 


will agree 
LORD before June 30, 
extra for 


Dr. John R. Rice, Editor, THE SWORD OF THE LORD 
214 West Wesley Street, Wheaton, Illinois 


I know a real bargain when I see one! Put me down at once as one who 
to send in at least 30 subscriptions to THE 
1956, at the rate of $2.50 per subscription (plus 50c 
each Canadian and foreign subscription). 
whether I want the ‘“‘Memorial Library’’ or the Sword books: 


BOOK, 


BOOK REVIEWS IN THIS COLUMN 
WILL USUALLY BE BY JUDGES OF 
THE SWORD BOOK CLUB AND WILL 
BE SIGNED. 


BILLY GRAHAM: A MISSION 
ACCOMPLISHED by George. 
Burnham, Fleming H. Revell Com- | 
pany, Westwood, New Jersey. 158 | 
pages, $2. 

The Lord Jesus declared that | 
the one who has been forgiven | 
much loves much. Because George | 
Burnham has been forgiven much, | 
he as a top-flight journalist from | 
Chattanooga can thoroughly un-| 
derstand the soul-saving ministry 
of Billy Graham. This is the best | 
reporting of Billy’s ministry that | 
we have to date, with itsweporting | 


There is no limit to this offer, 
simply send in 30 or more sub- 
scriptions at the regular rates and 
then pick out one-half of the 
value in books, from our catalog. 
We will send them to you free 
and postpaid. Since some already 
have the Spurgeon’s set or would | 
not be interested in 20 volumes | 
of sermons, we felt that this plan 
would be most helpful and that 
many would want to take ad- 
vantage of it. 


Join the Crowd; Send in Your 
Subscription Agreement 
oday! 

This article is being dictated on 
March 20th and at this writing 
we have received 326 
agreements from readers who are 
planning to work for the Spur- 
geon’s Sermons ... Memorial Li- 


'and you will probably roar with 
laughter 


signed | 


brary. Then there 


Sword books listed in our catalog. 
This is a total of 6520 of the 
Spurgeon’s books with a retail 
value of $19,234 and Sword books 
with a retail value of $1,050. Al- 
together it makes over $20,000 
worth of books that we are going 
to give away as premiums for 
sending in subscriptions to THE 
SWORD OF THE LORD. 


Why don’t you get in ‘on the 
blessing and the bargain? This of- 
fer is good until midnight June 
30th and you have plenty of time 
to get at least 30 subscriptions. 
The Spurgeon’s set is one of the 
finest in print anywhere in the 
world today and will be a tre- 
mendous asset to your home and 
library. The Sword books are ad- 
vertised under our banner, “Only 
the Best in Christian Literature,” 
and we feel that we are truly 
living up to that slog#h. I am 
afraid you will always hold it 
against yourself if you do not take 
advantage of this opportunity 
while you can. 


It nay be that some churches 
will like to work together and get 
the Spurgeon’s set or the Sword 
books for their church library. 
It may be that some would like to 
surprise their pastor on his anni- 
versary or birthday with a lovely 
set. Or perhaps some parent would 
like to get a set for a son or 
daughter in full-time Christian 
service. It might be that a wife 
or children would like to surprise 
husband or father with them for 
Father’s Day. Others might like 
it as a graduation gift. Surely 
everyone can think of some won- 
derful way to surprise a loved 
one with a set if they do not want 
one for themselves. 

But whatever you do, please 
hurry! Time is getting shorter 
every day and I suggest that you 
fill out the coupon on this page 
entitled, “Subscription Agree- 
ment,” and mail it to THE SworpD 
OF THE Lorp, 214 West Wesley 
Street, Wheaton, Illinois, without 
any further delay, This is one 
action you won't regret. Don’t 
give up the ship! 


SWORD OF THE . 


I am checking below 


[} Reserve for me one complete 20 volume set (worth $59) of Spurgeon's 
Sermons . . . Memorial Library. 

[] I prefer to receive Sword books for the subscriptions that I turn in. 
Send me your free book catalog describing the books you publish. 

Nine: iindtiimmebcibinaditimmainimattadnt 

Address 

City ” Zone.... State 


are 28 more! 
who are working for the free | 
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of facts, understanding of per- 
sonalities, giving pointed and per- 
sonal details of individual exper- 
ience, and showing the good hand 
of God in the preaching of the 
Word. The account is accurate, 
enthusiastic, heart-warming, and 
challenging. 

DR. V. RAYMOND EDMAN 


BOB SHULER MET THESE 


Noteworthy 


ON THE TRAIL by Robert P. 
Shuler, Sword of the Lord Pub- 
lishers, Wheaton, Illinois. 
pages, | 

Here are 42 brief biographies 
of striking personalities Bob Shul-| 
er has met in his long and color- 
ful ministry. Some of them are 
bishops and other great men of 
God. Still other characters are) 
simple church people whose full 
names the author did not even'| 
know, You will be stirred as you) 
read about Ellen Alfter, and of | 
the woman who became a second 


| mother to Bob Shuler; you will be 


$2.20. | 


‘NEWS 
ee 


NEFF Director Names Annual 
Film Award Winners 
Sixth annual Film Awards by 
the National Evangelical Film 
Foundation have been announced 
by Harry G. Bristow, founder and 


185 | director of Christian Youth Cin- 


ema, Philadelphia. Top award 
went to Bob Jones University for 
“Wine of Morning.” 

Other award-winners: Most 
timely, ‘““The Master’s Face” (Gos- 
pel Films, _§Inc.): Missionary, 
“Trail’s End” (Vision, Inc.); 
Home missionary, “Indian Amer- 


ican” (Cathedral Films, Inc.); 
Scientific, “Time and Eternity” 
(Moody Institute of Science); 


Children’s film, “Flying Straight” 


Films. Inc.): Documen- 


tary, “My Right 


(Family 


. = ‘ ] . Cs S 7? 
amazed as you read of “Pappy” | , , and My _— 
oe a ., | (American Bible Society); Educa- 
Reveal, the daring little man with | -: por, rs : 
ey tor ior tional, “Mixed Marriage” (Good 
a frail body and mighty faith; you | ., : : : 
“D1, |News Productions for Pro-Ca In- 
Black | . 


will marvel as you read of 
Billy Sunday,” 
who offered his life for his people; 
about 


when you read 


W. A. Brown, the undertaker who | 


tried to talk people out of having 
expensive funerals, went to law 
for the privilege of burying a 
friend, and startled a ladies’ meet- 


ing with his overly vigorous 
language! 
This is pungent writing and 


stirring reading. Since each chap- 
ter is an entirely different story, 
you may read them one at a time 
—but I sincerely doubt if you can 
—you will probably do as I did 
and read them all at a sitting. 
They are that engrossing. And, 
like myself, when you have finish- 
ed you will probably feel that you 
met these on the trail right along 
with “Fighting Bob” Shuler! 
EVANGELIST BILL RICE 
MORNING AND EVENING by 
Charles H. Spurgeon, Zondervan 
Publishing House, Grand Rapids, 
Michigan. 744 pages, $3.95. 


I have never seen a finer de- 
votional book. It consists of a 
passage of Scripture, with rather 
elaborate comment, for every 
morning and every evening in the 
year. Each page is dated and 
there are 735 of them in large, 
readable type. Spurgeon, of 
course, is universally recognized 
as the “Prince of Preachers,” and 
this volume is Spurgeon at his 
best. You need not look farther 
for an ideal devotional book. 

DR, JOHN L. HILL 


GALATIANS — THE GRACE- 
WAY OF LIFE by William G. 
Coltman, Dunham Publishing 
Company, Findlay, Ohio. 169 
pages, $1.75. 

This book contains fourteen 
messages on the epistle which 
gives it its name. They are ex- 
pository messages, written in a 
popular style, and well illustrated. 
The author has been pastor of 
his present church for more than 
forty years and he has put ‘into 
this book the rich fruit of that 
ministry, The way of life is here 
made plain, and the secret of 
victory also. 

DR. T, ROLAND PHILIPS 


SWEETER THAN HONPY, lIat- 
est book by Sword Book Club 
Judge V. Raymond Edman, Scrip- 
ture Press, Chicago, Illinois, $1.50. 

Sweeter Than Honey, a devo- 
tional book supplemented with 
poetry from John Oxenham’s 
“Bees in Amber,” is the newest 
writing by Dr. V. Raymond Ed- 
man, president of Wheaton Col- 
lege, Wheaton, Illinois. Published 
by Scripture Press of Chicago, the 
little book is one of personal de- 
votion to Christ with biblical 
references to “honey” woven into 
the content. 

Meditations are on honey, hurt, 
hunger, hearth, happiness, Heaven, 
humility, harbinger, and hereafter. 


CRUSADE IN SCOTLAND ..-. 
Billy Graham, Edited by Tom AIl- 
lan, Pickering & Inglis Ltd., Lon- 
don. $2. (Handled in America by 
Fleming H. Revell Co., 316 Third 
Ave., Westwood, N. J.) 

This is the story of Billy Gra- 
ham’s All-Scotland Crusade, told 
by the men at the heart of the 
movement—those closest to Dr. 
Graham and his team. Catching 
the authentic spirit of those event- 
ful weeks, they describe months 
of planning and preparation, the 


’ formation); Bible story interpreta- 
a allant Negro! -. : me - 
gallant Negr tion, “Challenge of Faith (Cathe- 


'dral Films, Inc.): Faith in action, 


“Miracle of Love” (Family Films, 
Inc.), 

“Wine of Morning” earned three 
additional awards: 1) Al Carter 
was named Best Actor of the 
Year; 2) Katherine Stenholm was 
selected Director of the Year; 3) 


(Continued on page 6) 


counseling and follow-up work, 
press and radio coverage, all the 
enthralling details of a campaign 
that drew over a million people 
and resulted in more than 25,000 
decisions for Christ. 


REVIVAL APPEALS 


Sixteen thrilling sermons to the unsaved. 


“Your book, Revival Ap- 
peals, is a really great book, | 
plain and powerful and per- | 
suasive. It deserves a wide | 
circulation and use.”-——Rob- | 
ert G. Lee, President South- f 
ern Baptist Convention. 


| “Grade-A revivalistic read- 

ing, seriptural, scintillating, 
| straight - from -the-shoulder. 
I Preachers of the Old Gospel 


——— -_—_— 


will love it: interested lay- 
men mustn't miss it.’-—Frank 
S. Mead, in Christian Herald. 
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Sixteen of Dr. Rice’s most wide- 
ly used messages. Blesses and 
moves the heart. Much Scripture, 
many illustrations, tender appeal. 
These messages have been used all 
over America in saving thousands. 
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Here are sermons to teach you 
how to win souls and to impress 
on your heart ‘the seriousness of 
keeping peoplesout of Hell. Many 
Christians will doubtless put this 
book in the hands of loved ones 
and friends who will read it and 
perhaps through these messages 
be saved. 

This book is attractively bound 
in red cloth, with the title and 
author’s autograph stamped in 
gold. It is.a book of old-fashioned 
sermons in an up-to-date dress, 
lovely enough to give as a present, 
and sturdy enough to stand in- 
tensive study and handling for 
many years. 


Order one for the good of your 
own heart, and several for unsaved 
friends. Price for 216 large pages, 
only $2 


Add 15c¢ Postage 


Order from your bookdealer or 
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Evangelists 


REPORTS FROM AMERICA’S OUTSTANDING SOUL WINNERS 


By the Editor 


~ 


(NOTE: We are happy to publish honest reports of blessed revivals from trustworthy 
evangelists and churches. However, if you send us your report for publication, PLEASE 
give exact statistics, as far as possible, concerning conversions, rededications, additions, 


etc.. or we may not print it, 
chairmen of union campaigns.) 


EVANGELIST DEL FEHSEN- 
FELD, 4521 Jarboe, Kansas City, 
Missouri, reports two good meet- 
ings recently, one at the First 
Baptist Church of Garden Grove, 
California, Rev. John Hines, pas- 
tor, and the other at the First 
Baptist Church, Duncan, Arizona, 
Rev. Ray Taylor, pastor, In the 
two meetings there were a total of 
58 professions of faith plus about 
10 additions by letter. The evan- 
gelist writes, “We saw families 
united in Christ. Family altars 
were started. Youth (32) came in 
two youth services to full surrend- 
er to the Lord.” The Sunday 
School reached a record high dur- 
ing the meeting at Garden Grove. 


* * * 
Rev. Ron Arnold, pastor of the 
Pleasant Home Baptist Church 


near Gresham, Oregon, reports a 
good meeting with EVANGELIST 
TOM FAIR, 3431 S. E. 36th Ave- 
nue, Portland 2, Oregon. During 
the two weeks there were 69 con- 
versions, 8 of which were unsaved 
church members and 14 had previ- 
ously received Christ but had fail- 
ed to make a public confession. 
There were 33 others forward for 
assurance of salvation, 19 came 
for baptism, 10 pledged to begin 
a family altar, 17 came for restor- 
ation to fellowship from backslid- 
ing, 42 rededicated their lives, 13 
requested church membership, 5 
pledged to tithe, 18 vowed to ab- 
stain from liquor, drugs, tobacco 
and profanity, 2 came for other 
reasons. 
7 « * 


EVANGELIST CARLOS GAR- 
CIA, 823 Frances Street, Key 
West, Florida, reports a recent 
crusade he led in Cuba. He spent 
five months working, praying, 
preaching, in twenty-one cam- 
paigns where more than 15,000 
attended the services. He visited 
missions, preached by radio, on 
street corners, in homes, jails and 
hospitals, traveling over 7,000 
miles and speaking 150 times, He 


We especially appreciate reports from pastors and 


reports fhat during this time 1,181 
souls came out of darkness, super- 
stition and idolatry. Revolts, rain 
and lack of means did not prevent 
a single meeting of the scheduled 
services. Many remarkable conver- 
sions were recorded including a 
14-year-old boy who was saved 
just a few days before being killed 
by a bus, and the owner of two 
liquor stores who vowed to close 
his business following his salva- 
tion, 
* * aa 

Rev. Fred Moseley, pastor of 
the Memorial Baptist Church of El 
Campo, Texas, reports a good re- 
vival with EVANGELIST FRED- 
DIE GAGE, Box 74, B. U. Station, 
Waco, Texas, and his singing com- 
panion, Jimmy Snelen, During 
those revival days there were 48 
professions of faith in Christ, 14 
additions by letter, 96 rededica- 
tions, 55 family altars started and 
many other decisions for Christ. 
Overflow crowds attended the ser- 
vices and the pastor reports last- 
ing results, 

. . = 


EVANGELIST HYMAN J. AP- 
PELMAN, 1703 Bellevue Avenue, 
Kansas City 5, Missouri, was re- 
cently with the Highland Park 
Baptist Church of Chattanooga, 
where Dr. Lee Roberson is pastor. 
During the two weeks there were 
165 additions, 91 of which were 
by baptism. This was Dr. Appel- 
man’s fourth campaign with the 
church and his seventh in Chatta- 
nooga, in the past 14 years. Gar- 
land Cofield was in charge of the 
music for the crusade. 

* * * 


EVANGELIST HYMAN J. AP- 
PELMAN also led a united cam- 
paign at Connellsville, Penn- 
sylvania, in February, sponsored by 
The Greater Connellsville Minis- 
terial Association and the Chris- 


tian Laymen’s Association, Ser- 
vices were held nightly in the 
large First Presbyterian Church 


auditorium which was crowded to 
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| ANNUITY 


spread the Gospel of Christ. 


50 WILLOW STREET 


NORTHWESTERN'’S 


CAN GIVE YOU 
— Poaca OF Wind 


A new free booklet, “Security That Serves,” shows how you 
and your loved ones can have peace of mind when you 
invest in Northwestern Annuities because the plan is sound, 
your money is safe, the return on your investment is assured 


for life, and the reward to you is satisfying as you help 


Poaco OF dHtoant 


Your investment aids Northwestern's Bible-centered 3-way 
teaching ministry of the Bible College, Liberal Arts College, 
and Theological Seminary. Also, 3 radio stations are reach- 
ing the lost and teaching the saved. 


Northwestern’s Annuity Plan yields you a high rate of return, 
gives you favorable tax advantages, is flexible to suit your 
circumstances, and is not complicated. Send for the free 


booklet today. No obligation. 


Write to: Department of Stewardship — Room 154 


NORTHWESTERN COLLEGE 


PLAN 


MINNEAPOLIS 3, MINNESOTA 


* 
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A picture of the revival crowd during the Jack Shuler evangelistic crusade at Madera, 
California, when a total of 670 conversions and reclamations were recorded. 


con o 


capacity almost nightly. Dr. Appel- 
man reports that during the two 
weeks 947 people came to the in- 
quiry rooms on the invitation for 
Salvation, assurance and church 
memberhip. Of this number, many 
were first-time public professions 
of faith in Christ as Saviour. 

The general chairman of the| 
campaign, Rev. Harry O. Kline, | 
pastor of the First Baptist Church, | 
described the meeting as follows: 


“Because of the intensive spirit 
of prayerful anticipation we knew 
that we could have a victory, but 
this has exceeded all of our faith 
and hopes. Dr, Appelman preached 
almost 60 times in the 13 days 
he was with us, in clubs, over 
the radio, in our churches on Sun- 
day mornings to groups of men 
and women. There has come a 
fellowship among the pastors and 
laymen of this area such as has 
never been known before. It will 
be easier to pastor a church in 
this town because Hyman Appel- 
man has been here. The value of 
the flood of conversions, is, of 
course, limitless, but even that, in 
the minds of some of us is exceed- 
ed by the daily Preachers’ Prayer 
Power Period led by the evange- 
list himself. Another great telling 
service in the campaign was the 
preacher-laymen banquet addres- 
sed by Dr. Appelman at the 
YMCA. His appeal broke all our 
hearts.” 

« * * 


WELLS 


ship at home. One surrendered 
to preach and the Sunday School 
reached an all-time high of 404. 


* * * 


EVANGELIST J. OSCAR 
spent a fruitful seven 
days with the Coats’ Baptist 
Church of Coats, Kansas, The pas- 
tor, Rev. E. S. Freeland, was very 
enthusiastic about the evange- 
list’s hard-working ministry dur- 
ing the campaign in the church. 
In the seven days 18 were received 
into the church by confession of 
faith for baptism, 4 who remain 
to be received by the church on 
confession of faith for baptism, 1 
received by transfer of letter and 


a number of rededications of life. 
‘son at the above address. 


were made. In all there were 15 
who came forward for salvation. 
Five life-service decisions were al- 
sO made. 
tk * a 

The JACK SHULER EVANGE- 
LISTIC TEAM, 11 Woodland Lane. 
Arcadia, California, consisting of 
Evangelist Shuler, Don + DeVoss, 
Bob Andersen and Sam Allred, 
reports a total of over 9,000 con- 
versions in campaigns conducted 
in 1955 throughout the states and 
in Belfast, Ireland. 


Recently the team conductéd a 
crusade in Ponca City, Oklahoma, 
with over 500 definite conversions 
in two weeks. Another small-town 
crusade was held in Madera, Cali- 
fornia, when there were 670 con- 
versions and reclamations record- 
ed (see picture). The team’s fu- 


EVANGELIST EDDIE WAG 
NER, 123 N. Van Buren, Little | 
Rock, Arkansas, recently held) 


seven nights of meetings in the 
Greensburg, Pennsylvania, YMCA 
under the auspices of Greensburg 
and vicinity Youth for Christ. 
During that time there were 25 
first-time decisions for Christ, 36 
who pledged to quit some particu- 
lar sin, and 40 who surrendered 
for service. Evangelist Wagner al- 
so spent two nights at the Big 
Sewickly Baptist Church in 
Youngwood where there were 11 
conversions and several restora- 
tions. Rev. Franklin R. Hatcher 
is the director of the Greensburg 
Youth for Christ. 
% * * 

Rev. Ed Nelson, pastor of the 
Hoffman Heights Baptist Church 
in Denver, Colorado, reports that 
EVANGELIST HUGE PYLE of 
1721 South Gordon Street, S. W., 
Atlanta, Georgia, recently held 
meetings in their church. During 
the thirteen days there were 40 
saved, a lafge number of rededi- 
cations, several who joined the 
church by letter, and a number 
who came for baptism. In addition, 
there were many families who be- 
gan family altars. Evangelist 
Pyle spoke at the Denver Youth 
for Christ where 6 were saved and 
a large number of others rededi- 
cated their lives. He also spoke 
at the Conservative Baptist Semi- 
nary and at several of the Youth 
for Christ Bible Clubs, Pastor Nel- 
son highly recommends Evange- 
list Pyle and suggests that church- 
es use him widely. He especially 
commended his classes for young 


‘people entitled “The Good Ship, 


Courtship.” 


* * * 


EVANGELIST DEL FEHSEN- 
FELD, 4521 Jarboe, Kansas City 
11, Missouri, led the Temple Bap- 
tist Church of Clute, Texas, in a 
good meeting recently when 19 
professed faith in Christ and came 
for baptism. There were 2 others 
who were saved but did not join 
the church, 5 came into the church 
by letter, 55 promised to begin 
tithing, and 24 men pledged to 


ture itinerary calls for large- 
| scale interchurch crusades in Bak- 
|ersfield, California; Savannah, 


|Georgia; Memphis, Tennessee; At- | 
|lanta, Georgia; Erie, Pennsylvan- | 


| ia; Spokane, Washington; Jackson, 

| Mississippi; Traverse City, Michi- 
gan, and other key American cit- 
ies. A four-weeks’ crusade is being 
planned in Cardiff, Wales, and 
four hundred ministers in Manila 
have also requested a campaign 
there. Pray for this greatly used 
evangelistic team, 

2K a ok 


Rev. A. F. Crittendon, pastor 
of the First Osage Baptist Church, 


Announcing 
Colorado 
Evangelist 


Evangelist Leroy H. Thompson, 
412 South Howes Street, Fort Col- 
lins, Colorado, has requested we 
announce that he is now in full- 
time evangelistic work. Up until 
recently he was the pastor of the 
Bible Baptist Church at Fort Col- 
lins, 


Interested pastors and churches 
should write to Evangelist ‘Thomp- 


AN IDEAL BIRTHDAY GIFT 


POOOOOO OC 


LOUD 


A friend having a _ birthday? 
That’s the ideal time to send THE 
SWORD OF THE LORD. We'll 
send a lovely two-color birthday 
card, announcing your gift. 

Look over your birthday list now 
and see who would enjoy a year of 
THE SWORD OF THE LORD! 
Only $2.50 in the U. S. A., $3.00 
for Canadian. or foreign subscrip- 
tions. 
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_ Fairfax, Oklahoma, reports a very 
profitable eight-day revival with 
EVANGELIST FREDDIE GAGE, 
P. O. Box 74, Baylor University 
Station, Waco, Texas, and singer, 
Jimmy Snelen, Capacity crowds 
jammed the auditorium nightly 
and the pastor called it the great- 
est revival in the history of the 
church. There were 44 professions 
of faith for baptism, 15 conver- 
sions joining other churches, 22 
additions by letter, and scores of 
rededications. 


I am just home, 


and I am 
rushing this little note to THE 
SWORD OF THE LorRD. We want 
you to know that God is blessing 
in a wondeful way at Bob Jones 
University. We realize more and 
more that God called the in- 
stitution which we founded into 
existence to give a certain definite 
type testimony and to give it with- 
out compromise in this day when 
so many Christians are selling out 
by going along and compromising. 
Some of these Christians violate 
the clear teaching of Scripture 
and then say, “I do it because I 
have a chance to do some good.” 
We tell our students that it is 


not right to do wrong to get a 


chance to do right or to encourage 
anyone todo wrong in any particu- 
lar even to get achance to preach 
the Gospel. We are trying to train 
Christian young people to go out 
into all the world and stand for 
What is right regardless of conse- 


lead their families in daily wor- | quences, We appreciate your pray- 


ers, and we appreciate your co- 
operation in lining up students 
that can be trained for Christian 
leadership in different walks of life. 
Please keep praying for us, and 
please co-operate with us by help- 
ing us financially. Our new dormi- 
tory is just completed; but we have 
under construction now a fine arts 
building, which will relieve con- 
gestion in our academic building. 
Please invest some of God’s money 
in the work we are doing. Re- 
member, one-fourth of it will be 
used for the direct spread of the 
Gospel, and one-fourth of it will 
be used for our Student Help 
Fund, and one-half of it will be 
used for the building now under 
construction. Thank you four your 
help, and please keep praying for 
us. God bless you. 


} 


BOB JONES, FOUNDER 
BOB JONES UNIVERSITY 
GREENVILLE, S. C. 
(Advertisement) 
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD 


Page Five 


The Old Testament Prodigal 


(Continued from page 1) 


made great lamentation over him.’ 
Now, when you think of him dead 
and buried, and if they put up 
headstones there as we do here, 
can you imagine anything more 
fitting to inscribe upon the tomb- 
stone of the departed prodigal 
than just this text, “Here lies one 
who thought on his ways, and 
turned his feet unto God's testi- 
monies, and made haste and de- 
layed not to keep His command- 
' ments’? 

This is the record of an ex- 
perience. The Lord grant that we 
may find, as we go through it, 
that we are occupying ourselves 
with our own experience; and if 
it has not been so with ourselves 
until now, may we begin the ex- 
perience recorded here at once. 


Spiritual Diaries 
To change the illustration, this 
text is an entry in the spiritual 
diary of the man who wrote the 
Psalms, one of those little auto- 
biographical touches that make 
the Psalms so true and give them 


their perennial interest. They so)! 


often, like all true poetry, come 
down to our level, and we say: 
“Dear me! I might have said that 
myself.” Like Columbus and the 
egg, it is quite easy if you know 
how, 

“IT thought on my own ways, and 
turned my feet unto thy testi- 
monies. I made haste, and de- 
layed not to keep thy command- 


ments.” I might have said that | 


this, that such and such a day 
you, John Brown, thought on your 
Ways, turned your feet, made 
haste and no delay to return to 
God in Christ for pardon and life 
eternal? It is time the record 
was in, for in the case of the 
best of us, naturally speaking, 
there are dark and shameful en- 
tries enough to make that record 
bitter reading in the day when 
the judgment shall be set and the 
books opened, and the dead jud- 
ged out of the things that are 
written in the book, Ah, that red 
letter entry will redeem the rec- 
ord, and it is time it was there, 


I Am Not a Prodigal 


But I can imagine somebody say- | 


ing, “Ah, this does not reach me; 
the preacher is evidently going to 
give a discourse based upon the 
prodigal son,” and you say that 
you are not a prodigal. My friend, 
you have wandered away. You 
are either on the outgoing journey 
from God, into ever deepening 


' darkness or on the ingoing journey 


back to God and holiness and 
Heaven. And the wandering from 
God is not to do on the part of 
any of us, the wandering is done 
already. The great question is, 
have we started on the homego- 
ing? We go astray from the 
womb; we could not go earlier, 
but we go then. We are born 
wrong. “All we like sheep have 
gone astray; we have turned every 
one to his own way; and the 


immortal man, and God help you | “John, 


to put yourself right in. It needs 
a saved man to widen out the 59th 
and 60th verses of the 119th 
Psalm to their true and largest 
proportion. Ah, yes; the beginning 
lies in personal thinking. “TI 
thought.” 

I know quite well that in the 
affairs of this world many of us 
make it our boast, “I. think for 
myself.”” Your are not led by the 
nose by anybody. You would not 
trust me to go round the corner 
with a message for you, and it is 
making your fortune. You are 
picking up a fortune from under 
the feet of careless, happy-go- 
lucky, easy-going mortals, simply 
because you think for yourself, 
and you do things for yourself, 
and you set your own eyes on the 
problem, and you tackle it with 
your own teeth and your own 
fingers. But the tremendous 
charge I have against some wise 
men and women is, that in the 
things of their eternity the Devil 


himself might pity them, they are 


so absolutely destitute of serious 
personal thinking. Yes, I repeat it: 
the Devil might pity them, so 
near, so near, so little and they 
would be right; and then such 
worlds away, for they never be- 
gan to think for themselves about 
their own soul, You must do your 
own thinking, and turn your own 
soul, and go back to God on your 
own feet. We go astray one by 
one, and we go back each man 
apart, each woman apart. 


Thinking About One’s Self 


Now, the next thing about this 
wonderful experience is, he not 


answer me—where dost 
thou think a man possessed of thy 
light shall land himself in the 
end? Soul, thou hast been trick- 
ing me; soul, thou hast been dodg- 
ing, thou hast been playing fast 
and loose with eternal verities, 
but I will have thee now.” 

That is how to talk to yourself. 
God help you, man, preach to thy- 
self a sermon that no mortal 
minister ever can preach, Let 
memory bring out of past years 
what memory contains of thine 
own life; talk to thyself until thy 
face grows white with fear upon 
thy bed. Do not lose your soul 
because I or some other poor 
minister cannot work miracles 
and preach a soul-awakening ser- 
mon and say the tremendously 
personal rousing things that onty 
God and your own heart know. 
Talk to-yourself and you will be 
converted before night, unless you 
are a fool. 


Three Channels of Personal 
Thinking 

When a man begins to think 
about his ways, there are three | 
channels into which he may turn| 
the current of his personal inde- 
pendent thinking. First, who am 
I? The Bible and my own con- 
science give the only and the sure 
answer to the question, what is 
man? Philosophy and science can- 
not tell. Between the covers of 
the Bible I can learn that I am 
an immortal soul, a living, think- 


ing, spiritual being, surrounded by 
the material for awhile, but rising 
above it. God breathed into our 


nostrils the breath of life. and | 


“Soul, will you turn now?” “TI 
thought on my ways, and turned 
my feet.” The young prodigal 
might have sat and bemoaned 
himself with the grunting swine 
until he had died. He not only 
bemoaned himself and called him- 
self a fool and formed good resolu- 
tions, but he arose on the same 
two feet that led him away, 
trudged back again to his father, 
and became a humbler youth; and 
that is the point. 

What is the great difficulty in 
conversion? I will tell you in a 
word. It is simply because it is 
going back. It is a humbling thing 
to admit that you need turning, 
and that the evangelical preach- 
ers were right and you were a 
conceitéd fool. Now, that is hum- 
bling: Why is it that with some 
of you dear, decent people who 
dre turned, shall I say forty years 
of age, and have a good character, 
and credit, and reputation, es- 
pecially of a church-going and 
chapel-going kind,—why is it that 
the likelihood of your genuine con- 
version to God (you are not con- 
verted yet, and you know it) be- 
comes less and less every year? 
I will tell you why; it is because 
it would be so humbling. 

Why, you have dared to speak 
about experimental vital religion; 
you have dared to say something 
like this: “Ah, I don’t believe in 
these people who go about saying 
that they are saved.”’ Now I know 
people can do that foolishly, but 
it is not all folly, and the thing’s 
right at bottom, and don't you 
see if you get converted it will 
come out, it cannot be hidden; 


— ‘it will tell in a thousand ways 
Lord hath laid on him the iniquity man became a living being. Born | y 


myself. I hope I can say it myself | - only thought for himself, but,| never, never to go out of exist-| before next Sunday. You will tell 
now that David: and the Holy| % Us all.” Some of us go blunder-| ...ondly, he thought about him-| ence. it yourself, and then we will all 
Ghost behind him have started|!™8 on through the mud and mire | cif He said, “I thought on my| Second. where am I? On the| Understand; and that is what the 
me. Do you keep a diary?. Wheth- | of drunkenness, swearing, licen- , ; 


ways.” A man who thought for 
himself about himself. When one 
begins to set himself to do that, 
there is no more interesting sub- 
ject for meditation to me than me. 
I am interested in you, I am 


Devil is whispering in some man’s 
ear while I am at the other; and 
you are just inclined to go my 
way, but the Devil whispers,’ 
“Now, it will go abroad, and we 
will all understand that when you 


most uncertain footing you can 
imagine. Here today, and gone to- 
morrow. “‘Man dieth, and wasteth 
away: man giveth up the ghost | 
and where is he?” A little while 
ago a wave out of the past eterni- 


er you do or not, God does. Has| tiousness, and open sinning; that 
God had good occasion to write|/iS Our way to the far country. 
in that impartial record of thy| >°™Me of us go along the macada- 
life that He is keeping such an | Mized road of self-righteousness, 
entry as this, “On such and such | 2nd _ church-going, and sermon- 


day,’’—possibly only God knows, 
for as a man may be born and not 
able to tell either the place or 
the hour, but the fact of his exist- 
ence is conclusive that it happened 
somehow, sometime, so a man may 
be born again and not know the 
time, nor the place; but does 
God know? That is the point. Has 
the fact happened of your spiritual 
birth, your conversion, your re- 
turn to God? Has He had good 
occasion to enter in the record 
that He keeps, some such entry as 


Vital Questions on 
Church History 


What is the difference between the 
Church of the Reformation and the Re- 
formed Church? Wherein did the Pil- 
grim’s and Puritans differ? Why not a 
Catholic President? Why avoid marrying 
a Catholic? What is the Holy Roman Em- 
pire? Was Peter the first Pope? Was the 
Catholic Church the first Church? Hun- 
dreds of such vital questions are an- 
swered in a step by step journey through 
the “History of the Christian Church” 
from its birth in Jerusalem to the land- 
ing of the Pilgrim Fathers on Plymouth 
Rock. 


Pastors and Christian workers every- 
where are using an excellent set of 
seven filmstrips of 255 full color pictures 
to establish their children, young people 
and adults to stand intelligently in the 
midst of present day political and re- 
ligious confusion. 


The full set will be sent to you from 
the producers, — Tabernacle Pictures, 
P. 0. Box 1143-1, Tacoma, Washington, 


Send no money, just give name and 
address of church to which you belong. 
lf, after you have examined the film- 
strips, you are not satisfied and you have 
not used them in class or publicly, you 
may return them within five days and 
receive full credit. 


The price is $42.00 for the full set, 
single frame, which you may pay for in 
ten equal monthly payments. Should you 
desire to send check with order, or pay 
for them within 30 days, you may deduct 


hearing: that is our way to the 
same outer darkness. On which 
path are you? Ponder the path 
of thy feet. “Thus saith the Lord 
of hosts; Consider your ways.” 


Thinking for One’s Self 


Now, when we come to this 
tremendously astonishing exper- 
ience for every soul that ever 
was born, there are two or three 
things in it, and I want you to 
notice them. First of all, notice 
in this experience of the psalmist, 
so succinctly but graphically de- 
scribed here is a man first of all 
who thinks for himself. “I 
thought.” Would that I had a 
voice like a trumpet to ring it 
in the ears of all the world that 
the beginning of all blessedness 
lies in this little root. As mighty 
oaks come out of little acorns, so 
the mighty and glorious tree of 
everlasting life grows out of this 
little seedlet, personal thinking. 
It is because salvation—in the 
large meaning of that biblical ex- 
pression—begins down there, that 
the kingdom of God goes on so 
slowly. It is because there is no 
platoon work, no mass work, no 
priestly work, no _ getting into 
Heaven in batches and squadrons 
and regiments, no jugglery and 
witchcraft, that you are not saved. 
It is because we must begin, every 
soul of us, down here that so few 
find everlasting life. Religion is 
not magic; it is a daylight busi- 
ness; it is open and honest, and 
done in the daylight of a clear 
understanding. Bring your best 
brains with you when you come 
to hear God’s Word. 


While the stream of our sermon 
is flowing, the millwheel of your 
thinking is going; but when the 
stream is shut off, when the ser- 
mon stops, how long does the 
wheel, the millwheel of your per- 
sonal independent thought about 
the things of God and thine own 
eternal destiny, how long does it 
keep working? 

You cannot get anybody to do 
your thinking for you. It is not— 
“T thought on the sermon’—but— 
“T thought on my ways.” No one 
can know the inmost thoughts 
of your heart. Your own soul is 
the issue at stake, and the think- 
ing that will save it must be done 
by that soul’s powers themselves. 


interested in my friend; but I am 
selfish enough to admit that John 
is a great subject of interest to 
McNeill, and we have often had 
little chats together, and I wish 
we had more time to have more, 
and my danger is that I am neg- 
lecting my own ways for looking 
after yours. “I thought on my 
ways.” 


Now, there is somebody here 
tonight who is losing the benefit 
of this address, because even while 
I am talking, the Devil is beating 
you by this trick. While I am 
talking to you, you are looking 
across this building, either actual- 
ly or mentally, at somebody who 
is here, and the moment you meet 
outside you will say, “I am glad 
you were here, that was for you.” 
You will say to them, “I hope you 
listened to him, didn’t you see me 


looking at you? You do not get) 


talked to like that every day.” 

So you see the Devil wins again, 
it is his trump card; many a time 
you are hoping that other person 
is here and hoping they are think- 
ing on their ways. Now, be a little 
selfish, it is your own ways first. 
There is not a soul among us 
whose ways do not need mending 
and ending, not one of us who 
could not be somewhat improved. 
Foursquare fronting to Thee, oh 
God! and foursquare with our 
back to death and Hell. 

Or, if you are not looking at 
somebody, you are losing the bene- 
fit of this because your mind is 
turning wistfully back to your 
own house or the house of a 
friend who is not here, and you 
will rush away off to them and 
you will say when you see them, 
“Oh, I am so sorry you were not 
there; it just would have fitted 
you to a T.” That is it again, Now, 
before you rush to your friend, 
I wish you would put your own 
ways right. Do you think, my 


decent friend, you are right your-| saint, nor a sinner, nor a back- 


self? Are you? Maybe your friend 
is bad and he knows that himself 
very likely; he wants to know how 
to be put right, and he wants you 
to tell him; you have never told 
him yet. That is the dry rot of 
practical religion. 

“I thought on my ways.” Oh, 
speak to your own heart. You do 
not need a hundred of the best 
books to do this kind of think- 


| 


ty casts us up like driftwood on 
the shores‘ of time, and a little 
while hence a wave from the e- 


ternity that-is coming will carry 
us into.the future. We cannot 
be certain of twenty-four hours 
ahead. Such is the life of man. 
God grant that we may shape 
ourselves for the great eternity. 
Said an ancient, “Turn to God 
the day before you die.” “But,” 
said his disciples, ‘“‘we do not 
know the day of our death.” 
“Therefore,” he replied, “turn to 
God today.” 


Thirdly, where am I going? The | 
Bible tells us we must all appear 
before the judgment seat of 


Christ. Think of it! Every individ- 
ual soul must appear in the)! 
blinding blaze of light’ that) 
streams from the judgment seat 
of Christ. That is where we are 
going first, then the eternal 
doom! Heaven or Hell. We shall 
see Him, and He shall say, “Come, 
ye blessed,” or “Depart... ye 
cursed.” God grant that we may 
not fear to meet Jesus. 


A Practical Thinker 


Further, I want you to notice 
another point. This is a man who 
not only thought wpon himself 
and about himself, but, in the 
third place, he was a practical 
thinker. He said, “I thought on 
my ways, and turned my feet.” 
We look at God’s words as if they 
were nothing, and take and roll 
them under our tongue until they 
get smooth and thin. 


“The coin grows smooth in traffic 
current passed, 

Till Caesar’s image is effaced at 
last.” 


He was a practical thinker, for 
he said, “I turned my feet.” This 
sermon will go the way of so 
many you have heard unless some 
—and I will neither call you a 


slider, I will just call you brother 


man and sister. woman—will say, 


dared to criticize converted people, 
(Continued on page 6) 
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(Rates 25¢ per word, minimum charge, $5. 
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PHOTO FINISHING 


12 Jumbos from any size roll developed 
35¢c with this ad only, SL SKRUDLAND, 
Lake Geneva, Wisconsin. 


OLD BIBLES REBOUND 
Bibles rebound, repaired. The original Bible 
Hospital, over 30 years experience. Write 
BIBLE HOSPITAL, 1823 Grand Ave., Dal- 
las 15, Texas. 


ALWAYS 
IN 
TRIUMPH 


The Life of 
Robert C. 
MecQuilkin 


Marguerite MeQuilkin 


Missionary, statesman, preacher, 
author, editor, organizational 
leader, Robert C. McQuilkin 
lived the “victorious life testi- 
mony” as radiantly as_ he 
preached it. This biography is a 
monument to a great servant 
of God, and a message, through 
his life, of the power of the in- 
dwelling Christ. It is written by 
his daughter, with a daughter’s 
warmth and a co-worker’s keen 
insight, $3.00 


(ways ut 
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At your bookstore 
FLEMING H. REVELL COMPANY, Publishers 


MATSON COLOR SLIDES 


OF BIBLE LANDS 


Twelve beautiful sets of significant places and scenes relating to Bible 
. 4 7 : 7 _— ; 
history, each with a handy informative syllabus adapted for lectures, PLUS 
numerous assorted slides covering biblical areas. 


All 
former 


eelected from the collection 


of the well-known 
contributor to the National. Geographic 


photographer and 
Eric 


Magazine, G., Matson, 


My text is not so easy if you 
take it right. I do not doubt that 
people think that is a kind of 


ing, you do not need a library, or | 
benefit of clergy at all, but sit| 
down with thine own conscience, | 


$2.50. Tabernacle Pictures produces 


who spent over 50 years in the Middie East. 
many fine ful! color filmstrips, such as 


Ideal for adult and child education 


“Tabernacle in the Wilderness,” “‘Chil- 
dren’s Stories,” etc. An eight page illus- 
trated catalogue will be sent free on 
request. (Adv.) 
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cheap, almost flimsy utterance of 
Scripture. Is it? It is widening 
and deepening. There is room in it 
for the head and shoulders, the 
heart, and hands and feet of an 


thine own record; sit down and 
put thine own soul in a corner; 
talk to thy heart, say to thyself, 
“My soul, I must speak with 
thee, listen.” Say to yourself, 


Write today for folders. FREE sample slide if 
you mention this ad. 
THE MATSON PHOTO SERVICE 


Los Angeles 19, California 


1282 So. Highland Ave. 
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News Notes 
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Bob Jones University won the 
coveted Producer of the Year hon- 
or. 
Awards, including placques and 
a “Christian Oscar,” will be pre- 
sented in the Christian Youth Cin- 
ema auditorium during ninth an- 
niversary ceremonies, May 11. NE- 
FF is sponsored by CYC. 
(ERA—3/14/56). 


Speakers Announced for Annual 
YFC Convention 

Evangelist Billy Graham will 
head the roster of speakers at 
the annual convention of Youth 
for Christ International, to be held 
at Winona Lake, Indiana, July 1 
to 15. Other well-known. evangel- 
ists slated to speak are Bob 
Cook, Jack Shuler, Bob Pierce, 
T. W. Wilson, Cedric Sears, Jack 
Cochrane, Carl Bihl, Joe Weather- 
ly, Sam Wolgemuth, and Bob Sav- 
age. 

The new teen-age dramatic film 
“Seventeen,” produced by Youth 
for Christ, will be premiered dur- 
ing the convention. Another high- 
light will be the national high- 
school Bible quiz contests, and 
the national finals of the teen- 
age speaking and musical talent 
contests. Thousands of teen-agers 
now are participating in local ral- 
ly Bible quizzes and talent con- 
tests, later to compete in regional 
finals in hopes of winning the 
right to compete in the national 
finals at Winona Lake. 

(ERA—3/14 /56). 
a * * 

W. E. Dowell, pastor of High 
Street Fundamental Baptist 
Church, Springfield, Missouri, 
speaking for his congregation of 
“5500 citizens of Springfield,” 
scored the local YWCA for its pro- 
gram of ballroom dancing. He 
declared: “I will carry on a very 
strenuous campaign from the pul- 
pit, radio, television and the news- 
paper to encourage all who are 
against the dance set-up to lift 
their voices against it.” 


Colportage Advances 
The Sudan Interior Mission col- 
portage department announces 
that their work in Africa is being 
enlarged. Plans are under way to 
have a bookmobile and for some- 
one to get out on the road with 
the African Colporteurs. Their 
monthly magazine, The African 
Challenge, now has a circulation 
of 150,000 copies per issue. The 
people being reached through this 
paper are a class not contacted 
by conventional missionary meth- 
ods. The manager, Dr. R. V. Her- 
bold, recently announced they had 
received 355 decision slips in a sin- 
gle month. 
God’s blessing upon The African 
Challenge has_ sparked 
(Continued on page 9) 
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do what he liked. He was so handsome and so reckless, brilliant in 
his class work, and the prince of halfbacks on the Rugby field, and 
with such power of fascination as would “extract the heart out of 
a wheelbarrow,” as Barney Lundy used to say. And thus it was that 
I found myself just three weeks later—I was to have spent two or 
three days—on the afternoon of December 24, standing in Graeme’s 
Lumber Camp No. 2, wondering at myself. But I did not regret my 
changed plans, for in those three weeks I had raided a cinnamon 
bear’s den and had wakened up a grizzly— But I shall let the grizzly 
finish the tale; he probably sees more humor in it than L 

The camp stood in a little clearing, and consisted of a group 
of three long, low shanties with smaller shacks near them, all built 
of heavy, unhewn logs, with door and window in each. The grub 
camp, with cook-shed attached, stood in the middle of the clearing; 
at a little distance was the sleeping camp with the office built against 
it, and about a hundred yards away on the other side of the clearing 
stood the stables, and near them the smiddy. The mountains rose 
grandly on every side, throwing up their great peaks into the sky. 
The clearing in which the camp stood was hewn out of a dense 
pine forest that filled the valley and climbed half way up the moun- 
tain sides and then frayed out in scattered and stunted trees. 

It was one of those wonderful Canadian winter days, bright, and 
with a touch of sharpness in the air that did not chill, but warmed 
the blood like draughts of wine. The men were up in the woods, 
and the shrill scream of the bluejay flashing across the open, the 
impudent chatter of the red squirrel from the top of the grub camp, 
and the pert chirp of the whisky-jack, hopping about on the rubbish- 
heap, with the long, lone cry of the wolf far down’the valley, only 
made the silence felt the more. 

As I stood drinking in with all my soul the glorious beauty and 
the silence of mountain and forest, with the Christmas feeling stealing 
into me, Graeme came out from his office, and, catching sight of 
me, called out: “Glorious Christmas weather, old chap!” And then, 
coming nearer: “Must you go to-morrow?” . 

“I fear so,” I replied, knowing well that the Christmas feeling 
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about painting, or a deaf man 
who would talk about music.” 
You’re gabbling about things high 
as Heaven above you, and deep 
as Hell beneath your shallow soul. 
But bitter and all, though the 
experience may be, God help you 
to go through it. It is a bitter 
pill to be converted; but just like 
the young fellow going home, mind 
you, he had a big wrestle with 
himself beside the grunting swine; 
and many a poor prodigal does 
not come back, and it is pride that 
keeps him in the gutter. “I will 
not give in, I will not go home to 
my father; I may get naked, and 
battered, and ragged, but go back, 
never!” And he dies in the swine 
tub. See that ye be not like him. 
If ye get bitter pills from your 
dottor, he will very likely give 
you the advice with them, “Never 
chew your pills, don’t take time 
to think about them.” “I thought 
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toms and places; those powers 
that the world and the Devil and 
the flesh use, are precisely the 
powers by which I go back to 
God. On the same feet the poor 
prodigal went back, bare, bleed- 
ing, torn, tanned, limping, but he 
went back; and I see him that 
night after the feast when he 
sat down before he went to bed 
and looked at himself and saw 
what a wreck he was, but he 
said, “Bless. God, I am home; 
bless God, I am back, saved, 
hallelujah! Home! Home! All that 
black and scorching path is be- 
hind me, and Heaven and peace 
and a welcome all round me.” 
My friend, turn your feet; that 
is the thing. God speed you to do 
it. As old Richard Baxter said, 
“It is turn or burn.” 


A Turning Point 


There are two things: there is 
a turning point, and there is a 
turning time. What is the turning 
point in your outward bound life? 
I will tell you. 


Every summer in London we 


‘| took our Sunday School children 


out to the country, and when we 
had the little creatures there out 
on the grand field, they ran races 
with us and themselves. We drew 
the little ones up in line, and 
then I went away down the field, 
and I cried back to the intending 
runners and said, “Now, I am 
the turning post; you run out to 
me and you turn round me and 
back in again as fast as you 
can to the goal.” Now I didn’t 
see any little runners that after- 
noon going about like geese, say- 
ing, “Where is the turning point? 
where are we to turn?” They 
could not mistake me. 

What is the turning point in 
every Hell-bound life? It is a man, 
and such a man is Jesus Christ, 
standing between us and the Hell 
we want to avoid and deserve to 
be in, saying to us, “Don’t go 
down there: it is an awful road; 
turn ye, turn ye, for why will 
ye die?” “As I live,”—and that is 
an oath, and an oath from God— 
‘As I live,’ saith God, ‘I have no 
pleasure in the death of him that 
dieth, I would rather that he 
turned unto me and lived.’ “Live?” 
you say, “If I turn to God, He 
will kill me; if I turn to God and 
become religious, it is death.” No, 
it is not. “Turn unto me and live, 
—LIVE. That is the turning point 
—Jesus Christ—there before your 
mind, as visible to your under- 
standing as I am to your face, and 
far more powerful, Don’t you al- 
most feel the pat of His hand 
against your breast as He tries 
to arrest you and say, “Turn, 
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was on him too. 

“I wish I were going with you,” he said quietly. 

I turned eagerly to persuade him, but at the look of suffering 
in his face the words died at my lips, for we both were thinking 
of the awful night of horror when all his bright, brilliant life crashed 
down about him in black ruin and shame. I could only throw my arm 
over his shoulder and stand silent beside him, A sudden jingle of bells 
roused him, and, giving himself a little shake, he exclaimed: “There 
are the boys coming home.” 

Soon the camp was filled with men talking, laughing, chaffing 
like light-hearted boys. 

“They are a little wild to-night,” said Graeme, “and to-morrow 
they'll paint Black Rock red.” 

Before many minutes had gone the last teamster was “washed 
up,” and all were standing about waiting impatiently for the cook’s 
signal—the supper tonight was to be “something of a feed’’—when 
the sound of bells drew their attention to a light sleigh drawn by a 
buckskin broncho coming down the hillside at a great pace. 

“The preacher, I’ll bet, by his driving,” said one of the men. 

_“Bedad, and it’s him has the foine nose for turkey!” said Blaney, 
a good-natured, jovial Irishman. 

“Yes, or for pay-day, more like,” said Keefe, a black-browed, vil- 
lainous fellow countryman of Blaney’s and, strange to say, his 
great friend. 

Big Sandy McNaughton, a Canadian Highlander from Glengarry, 
rose up in wrath, 

“Bill Keefe,” said he with deliberate emphasis, “you'll just keep 
your dirty tongue off the minister; and as for your pay, it’s little he 
sees of it, or any one else except Mike Slavin, when you’s too dry 
to wait for someone to treat you, or perhaps Father Ryan, when 
the fear of hell-fire is on you.” 

The men stood amazed at Sandy’s sudden anger and length of 
speech. 

“Bon. Dat’s good for you, my bully boy,” said Baptiste, a wiry 
little French-Canadian, Sandy’s sworn ally and devoted admirer ever 
since the day when the big Scotsman, under great provocation, had 
knocked him clean off the dump into the river and then jumped in 
for him. 

It was not till afterward I learned the cause of Sandy’s sudden 
wrath which urged him to such unwonted length of speech. It was 
not simply that the Presbyterian blood carried with it reverence for 
the ministers and contempt for Papists and Fenians, but that he 
had a vivid remembrance of how, only a month ago, the minister 
had got him out of Mike Slavin’s saloon and out of the clutches of 
Keefe and Slavin and their gang of blood-suckers. 

Keefe started up with a curse. Baptiste sprang to Sandy’s side, 
slapped him on the back, and called out: 

“You keel him, I'll hit [eat] him up, me.” 

It looked as if there might be a fight, when a harsh voice said in 
a low, savage tone: 

“Stop your row, you blank fools; settle it, if you want to, some- 
where else.” 

I turned, and was amazed to see old man Nelson, who was very 
seldom moved to speech. 

There was a look of scorn on his hard, iron-gray face, and of 
such settled fierceness as made me quite believe the tales I had heard 
of his deadly fights in the mines at the coast. Before any reply could 
be made the minister drove up and called out in a cheery voice: 

“Merry Christmas, boys! Hello, Sandy! Comment ca va, Baptiste? 
How do you do, Mr. Graeme?” 

“First rate. Let me introduce my friend, Mr. Connor, sometime 
medical student, now artist, hunter, and tramp at large, but not a 
bad sort.” 

“A man to be envied,” said the minister, smiling. 
know any friend of Mr. Graeme’s.” 

I liked Mv. Craig from the first. He had good eyes that looked 
straight out at you, a clean-cut, strong face well set on his shoulders, 
and altogether an upstanding, manly bearing. He insisted on going 
with Sandy to the stables to see Dandy, his broncho, put up. 

“Decent fellow,” said Graeme; “but though he is good enough 
to his broncho, it is Sandy that’s in his mind now.” 

“Does he come out often? I mean, are you part of his parish, 
so to speak?” 

“I have no doubt he thinks so; and I’m blowed if he doesn’t make 
the Presbyterians of us think so too.” And he added after a pause: 
“A dandy lot of parishioners we are for any man. There’s Sandy, 
now, he would knock Keefe’s head off as a kind of religious exercise; 
but tomorrow Keefe will be sober and Sandy will be drunk as a 
lord, and the drunker he is the better Presbyterian he'll be, to the 
preacher’s disgust.” Then after another pause he added bitterly: “But. 
it is not for me to throw rocks at Sandy. I am not the same kind 
of fool, but I am a fool of several other sorts.” 


Then the cook came out and beat a tattoo on the bottom of a dish- 
pan. Baptiste answered with a yell. But though keenly hungry, no 
man would demean himself to do other than walk with apparent re- 
luctance to his place at the table. At the further end of the camp 
was a big fireplace, and from the door to the fireplace extended the 
long board tables, covered with platters of turkey not too scientifi- 
cally carved, dishes of potatoes, bowls of apple sauce, plates of butter, 
pies, and smaller dishes distributed at regular intervals. Two lanterns 
hanging from the roof and a row of candles stuck into the wall on 
either side by means of slit sticks cast a dim, weird light over the 
scene. 

There was a moment’s silence, and at a nod from Graeme Mr, 
Craig rose and said: 

“IT don’t know how you feel about it, men, but to me this looks 
good enough to be thankful for.” 

“Fire ahead, sir,” called out a voice quite respectfully, and the 
minister bent his head and said: 

“For Christ the Lord who came to save us, for all the love and 
goodness we have known, and for these Thy gifts to us this Christmas 
night, our Father, make us thankful. Amen.” 

“Bon. Dat’s fuss rate,” said Baptiste, “Seems lak dat’s make me hit 
[eat] more better for sure.” And then no word was spoken for a 
quarter of an hour. The occasion was far too solemn and moments 
too precious for anything so empty as words. But when the white 
piles of bread and the brown piles of turkey had for a second time 
vanished, and after the last pie had disappeared, there came a pause 
and a hush of expectancy, whereupon the cook and cookee, each bear- 
ing aloft a huge, blazing pudding, came forth. 

“Hooray!” yelled Blaney; “up wid yez!” and grabbing the cook by 
the shoulders from behind, he faced him about. 

Mr. Craig was the first to respond, and seizing the cookee in 
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" aoe > ee meas cy this moment. __|if in this new music he had no part. , : 

— Mighty ee a ee If you will do that, please sign After the voices had ceased Mr. Craig played again the refrain, 
“e+ lo the begteniag eh Gog eos he wo ma mm wy ms rj ys . : . of ¥ ng 
i Sas Sobanae' oe owt Nem mw ae | De ea? MO oie Thy SaAD the following statement with all! more and more softly and slowly; then laying the violin on Campbell's 

T ; : 7) Eee seems % oo nae pe may eae ie chet knees, he drew from his pocket his little Bible and said: 
00 | = eae hinds eg PR oy Ris pace tinge “Men, with Mr. Graeme’s permission I want to read you some- 
The International Board of Jewish Missions has been asked Evangelist John R. Rice, Editor thing this Christmas eve, You will all have heard it before, but 

to represent the Society for Distributing the Holy Scriptures THE Sworp OF THE LORD you will like it none the less for that. | . 
to the Jews, of London England, to promote the aap bet Wheaton, Illinois His voice was soft, but clear and penetrating, as he read the 
of Bi-Lingual New Testaments in North and Sout a Fined Tacnttied Zilce: eternal story of the angels and the shepherds and the Babe. And 
These Testaments = Le waters in beware - ‘% a th by ti} as he read, a slight motion of the hand or a glance of an eye made 
. - rew- » C ‘ea = ser 4 = , . 

Hebrew Spanish, bee . sei ee at "1 ~tingh se ; ew » i us see, as he was seeing, the whole radiant drama. The wonder, the 

tions in preparation. Because of the Jew’s reverence for late Dr. John MeNeill. I realize|~” °~”’ : | 
Hebrew, “the holy language”, the Bi-Lingual Testaments are that I am a poor lost sinner who timid joy, the tenderness, the mystery of it all, were borne in upon us 
Gortenhaus accepted and read by Jews who would not touch an =o of needs saving. This moment I hon-| With overpowering effect. He closed the book, and in the same low, 
Spanish Testament. They are proving “mighty unto sa apongi estly turn my heart from my sin.| Clear voice went on to tell us how, in his home years ago, he used 

, We need your prayers and encouragement as we undertake a _— I confess my guilt to Jesus Christ.| to stand on Christmas eve listening in thrilling delight to his mother 

enging responsibility. Continue to pray for our missionaries a8 they eld I believe that He died for me and| telling him the story, and how she used to make him see the shep- 

to win “the lost sheep of the House of Israel” in many parts of the world. ‘< willi t i al ; 
Gifts to the Board : come tax. deductable is willing to save me, Here and} herds and hear the sheep bleating near by, and how the sudden burst 
Dr rar eea ; id sb yp nobett- tikes Ph.D Chairman, Advisory Council +g per ngs ior any — ust) of glory used to make his heart jump. 
. , o r . tee, sey ‘ be ° . 
artenhous, President Rev. Robe | es yer al pore Paget emay ey “I used to be a little afraid of the-angels, because a boy told me , 
International Board of Jewish Missions, Inc. SL Box 1256 Atlanta 1, Ga. aus hit 5 madnek thle. 0 aed they were ghosts; but my mother told me better, and I didn’t fear 
: solemn profession that I take them any more. And the Baby, the dear little Baby- we all love a 
Christ as my own Saviour today | baby.”’ There was a quick, dry sob; it was from Nelson. “I used to 
GOWN AND-PLAY A’ FENE TTALIAN and forever. peek through under to see the little one in the straw, and wonder 
RDION Save UP 50% Please send me a letter of| what things swaddling clothes were. Oh, it was so real and so beau- 
_——— FO 0 counsel and further jnstructions. | tiful!’” He paused, and I could hear the men breathing. 
ES | irect at ing savings from America’s leading importer and “ ; 1” , mr cecweoatar 
S| Seibutor No risk 5-DAY EREE PLAYING TRIAL. Low down But one Christmas eve,” he went on in a lower, sweeter tone, 
-_-_ vayment and easiest terms, Free home study course, Trade-ins Sioned “there was no one to tell me the story, and I grew to forget it and 
Saal Le ted. Rush name and address now for big Color Catalog and ign at f ae 
e— at Pew money saving wholesale price list ... yours FREE. Write pe went away to college, and learned to think that it was only a child's 
oe ' UFACTURERS AND WHOLESALERS OUTLET 
_=<— eee ee chlaare venta: Geet ot Chicase 22, Mineis | adress (Continued on page 8) 
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the Lord, began to move down the| They had built on a cliff about 
runway, gaining speed rapidly and| 100 feet high, and their houses 
bumping over the stony gravel of | were some 200 feet from the edge. 
the roadbed. Then the tail was up,|The site was beautiful, the high 
the Piper Pacer was airborne, we| location meant fewer mosquitos 
circled the airport a couple of| and other creatures living in damp 
times to gain altitude, and headed| areas, and no thought of flood 
northeast toward the region of the | danger entered their minds, How- 
Quichua-speaking Indians. Our|ever, these Ecuadorian jungle 
flight was uneventful, but I never} Tivers rise very rapidly, and the 
fly over the jungle without feeling | Missionaries noticed that the river 
anew the burden of the multitudes | was becoming swollen and flooded. 
of Indians living under that great,|They were so high up, and far 
thick green curtain spread below} back that they did not fear any 
—I have heard the precious story| danger. But the river did not 
of Jesus’ love so often, but be-|go down—it kept going up. It 
neath me are thousands upon| rained incessantly at Shandia, and 
thousands who have never even|the station was like a lake. One 
heard it once! I often wonder, | night after dark they heard omi- 
when in flight, why I was privi-|nous sounds, and the very earth 
ledged to be born in a Christian| began to tremble. Pete Fleming 
environment, when these Indians|and Jim Elliot went out to in- 
know nothing but paganism, sin, | vestigate, and found to their dis- 
filth, poverty, sickness, and hope-| may that the river was now so 
lessness in life. Oh, I tell you, as| high and out of control that it 
one flies over these vast areas|was washing away the cliff on 
untouched by the Gospel, and which the station was built, Every 
thinks of their desperate need for|few moments a great chunk of 
thegmessage of life, something tugs earth would fall away into the 
at the heart and makes one want| river. 

to weep! I am not sentimental— They decided to evacuate the 
but oh, the tragedy of being so; house nearest the river, but in a 
close to those who have never! few minutes they found all three 
heard, and to face one’s inability | houses would have to be evacuated 
to reach them all. Oh, the dis-| at once. They tried to save some 
appointment of realizing that so|of their more important posses- 
few of our Christian brethren| sions, stock of food, and so forth. 
care for these multitudes with| You can imagine the confusion 
neverdying souls for whom Christ| and desperation of trying to re- 
died. As we flew, I prayed with| move clothing, furniture and other 
all my heart that God would use| things, in a torrential downpour, 
this medical trip in an unusual/with the rending, roaring sound 
way, bringing the lost under the! of tons of earth falling into the 
sound of the Gospel and to the/raging river, all in the tropical 
place where, by the work of the| darkness. Before they were 
Holy Spirit, they might come to| through, all three houses were 
know the Lord Jesus Christ as| washed away, most of their cloth- 
Saviour. ing and equipment was lost, and 


150 yards of that cliff had crum- 

At Shandia, Where Jim Elliot | bled. Years of work had been 

and Pete Fleming, Later destroyed, and they were left in 

Killed by Auca Indians, the rain without any roof to shel- 
Lived 


ter them. In the light of dawn 
After about thirty minutes of 


they could see the river rushing 
flight (which would have taken by, carrying rocks up to twelve 
all of four days on the jungle 


feet in diameter as if they were 
pebbles. They knelt and praised 
God that their lives had been 
spared, and began to build anew. 
They still had only temporary 
bamboo houses, and this was the 
station at which we were pre- 
paring to land. 


Oh, Christian friends, be earn- 
est and faithful in your prayer for 
the missionaries of the _ cross! 
When flood strikes in America, 
relief agencies spring to the res- 
cue, but down there in the jungle, 
these consecrated missionaries 
have no relief agencies, They do 
have a faithful Lord, and you can 
uphold them mightily if you pray! 
(Both Fleming and Elliot are now 
in Heaven. Ed.) 


Missionaries and Indians alike 
rushed out to greet the plane, 
and all hands worked together to 
unload, so that Nate might get 
away as soon as possible, for one 
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and neared the station at Shandia, 
whieh is a station of Plymouth 
Brethren missionaries. 

The mission station at Shandia 
passed through a tragic experi- 
ence not long before our visit. 
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must take advantage of every mo- 
ment_of good flying weather. We 
had a giass of lemonade, and al- 
though the clinic was not scheduled 
until the next day, Ed McCully 
told us of three cases we should 
see at once, so we changed into 
old clothes, and off we went, 
tramping into the jungle along 
a narrow, muddy trail, and wad- 
ing the jungle rivers. Upon our 
return that evening we had bles- 
sed fellowship with Mr. and Mrs. 
Ed McCully and Pete Fleming. 
(McCully also was killed. Ed.) 


Bright and early the next morn- 
ing we went up to the tempo- 
rary bamboo building that served 
as a school, This was during the 
Christmas vacation, and so we 
were given this building as a 
clinic. There they were—Indians 
of all ages—lined up waiting for 
us, babies just wrapped up in dir- 
ty, torn rags, children running a- 
round completely naked, older 
boys and men dressed in trousers 
and a shirt, usually of cloth they 
have made themselves, and wom- 
en dressed in a wiae piece of 
cloth, which they wind around un- 
der their armpits, and then fasten 
by pinning one section of the cloth 
over the shoulder. Many of them 
lived close to the station, but a 
goodly number had waded several 
jungle rivers and walked many 
miles in order to be there when 
the missionary doctor arrived. 
They had been drawn to that mis- 
sion station, in spite of fear of 
the white man in some cases, be- 
cause of their physical need, but 
what an opportunity to reach the 
unreached for Christ! 


It was the same old story, and 
I cannot begin to tell you of 
the various’ things we treated. 
There was much malaria, many 
cases of worms and amebas, little 
children with bronchitis and ear 
infections. There were thorns and 
slivers to remove from arms and 
legs, for the jungle plants and 
trees often have long thorns, very 
sharp, which break off under the 
skin, and there is no one to re- 
move them. The missionary doc- 
tor injects a little local anesthetic, 
and removes the thorn without 
pain, which they cannot under- 
stand at all, but how grateful 
they are! 


An Indian Boy 17, Helped and 
Indians Open to the Gospel 


This lad came to our clinic with 
a bad abscess on his leg, far too 
deep and serious for the adminis- 
tering of any local anesthesia. Us- 
ing our portable outfit for Trilene, 
a new liquid anesthetic, we began 
to administer the gas. The boy took 
it calmly at first, but then he ap- 
proached what we call the “ex- 
citement stage,’’ which is perfectly 
normal when a person is going un- 
der, and he began to struggle 
furiously. It took four of us to 
hold him down, and we almost 
lost the battle. He told us af- 
terward of his dream, but finally 
he was “asleep” and we were able 
to open the ugly abscess and treat 
it successfully, You can imagine, 
however, that the Indians outside 
the bamboo hut became greatly a- 
larmed as they heard and saw this 
terrific struggle. Perhaps these 
white men couldn’t be trusted, af- 
ter all? Look what they were 
doing to this lad—what did this 
mean? When he relaxed, the ten- 
sion eased a bit, and when he re- 
gained consciousness, found his 
wound dressed, and the pain gone, 
he began to express his gratitude; 
his friends crowded around, and 
he began to tell them of his dream, 
and they, in turn, told him how 
he had battled the missionary doc- 
tor. Hadn’t he felt the pain when 
they cut? No, he assured them, he 
felt no pain, but oh, his dream—! 
When it was all explained, it be- 
came a great joke, and we just 
couldn’t stop the Indians from 


| talking about the white man’s ma- 


gic. They kept following us around 
everywhere we went, and every 
once in a while an Indian would 
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tale and was not for men. Then bad days came to me and worse, 
and I began to lose my grip of myself, of life, of hope, of goodness, 
till one black Christmas, in the slums of a far-away city, when lL 
had given up all and the devil’s arms were about me, J heard the 
story again. And as I listened, with a bitter ache in my heart—for 
I had put it all behind me—I suddenly found myself peeking under 
the shepherd’s arms with a child’s wonder at the Baby in the straw. 
Then it came over me like great waves that His name was Jesus; 
because it was He that should save men from their sins. Save! Save! 
The waves kept beating upon my ears, and before I knew I had 
called out, ‘Oh! can He save me?’ It was in a little mission meeting 
on one of the side streets, and they seemed used to that sort of 
thing there, for no one was surprised; and a young fellow leaned 
across the aisle to me and said: ‘Why, you just bet He can!’ His 
surprise that I should doubt, his bright face and confident tone, gave 
me hope that perhaps it might be so. I held to that hope with all 
my soul, and’—stretching up his arms, and with a quick glow in 
his face and a little break in his voice—‘‘He hasn’t failed me yet; 
not once, not once!” 


He stopped quite short, and I felt a good deal like making a 
fool of myself, for in those days I had not made up my mind about 
these things. Graeme, poor old chap, was gazing at him with a sad 
yearning in his dark eyes; big Sandy was sitting very stiff and staring 
harder than ever into the fire; Baptiste was trembling with excite- 
ment; Blaney was openly wiping the tears away. But the face that 
held my eyes was that of old man Nelson. It was white, fierce, hungry- 
looking, his sunken eyes burning, his lips parted as if to cry. The 
minister went on. 


“T didn’t mean to tell you this, men; it all came over me with a 
rush; but it is true, every word, and not a word will I take back. 
And, what’s more, I can tell you this: what He did for me He can 
do for any man, and it doesn’t make any difference what’s behind 
him, and”—leaning slightly forward, and with a little thrill of pathos 
vibrating in his voice—‘“oh, boys, why don’t you give Him a chance 
at you? Without Him you'll never be the men you want to be, and 
you'll never get the better of that that’s keeping some of you now 
from going back home. You know you'll never go back till you’re 
the men you want to be.” Then, lifting up his face and throwing back 
his head, he said, as if to himself, “Jesus! He shall save His people 
from their sins,” and then, “Let us pray.” 


Graeme leaned forward with his face in his hands; Baptiste 
and Blaney dropped on their knees; Sandy, the Campbells, and some 
others stood up. Old man Nelson held his eyes steadily on the minister. 

Only once before had I seen that look on a human face. A young 
fellow had broken through the ice on the river at home, and as the 
black water was dragging his fingers one by one from the slippery 
edges, there came over his face that same look. I used to wake up 
for many a night after in a sweat of horror, seeing the white face 
with its parting lips and its piteous, dumb appeal, and the black water 
slowly sucking it down. 


Nelson’s face brought it all back; but during the prayer the face 
changed and seemed to settle into resolve of some sort, stern, almost 
gloomy, as of a man with his last chance before him. 

After the prayer Mr. Craig invited the men to a Christmas 
dinner next day in Black Rock. ‘‘And because you are an independent 
lot, we’ll charge you half a dollar for dinner and the evening show.” 
Then leaving a bundle of magazines and illustrated papers on the 
table—a godsend to the men—he said good-by and went out. 

I was to go with the minister, so I jumped into the sleigh first 
and waited while he said good-by to Graeme, who had been hard hit 
by the whole service and seemed to want to say something. I heard 
Mr. Craig say cheerfully and confidentially: “It’s a true bill: try 
Him.” : 

Sandy, who had been steadying Dandy while that interesting 
broncho was attempting with great success to balance himself on 
his hind legs, came to say good-by. 

“Come and see me first thing, Sandy.” 

“Aye! I know; I'll see ye, Mr. Craig,” said Sandy earnestly as 
Dandy dashed off at a full gallop across the clearing and over the 
bridge, steadying down when he reached the hill. 

“Steady, you idiot!” 

This was to Dandy, who had taken a sudden side spring into the 
deep snow, almost upsetting us. A man stepped out from the shadow. 
It was old man Nelson. He came straight to the sleigh and, ignoring 
my presence completely, said: 

“Mr. Craig, are you dead sure of this? Will it work?” 

“Do you mean,” said Craig, taking him up promptly, “can Jesus 
Christ save you from your sins and make a man of you?” 

The old man nodded, keeping his hungry eyes on the other’s 
face. 

“Well, here’s His message to you: ‘The Son of Man is come 
to seek and to save that which was lost.’” 

“To me? To me?” said the old man eagerly. 

“Listen; this too, is His word: ‘Him that cometh unto me I 
will in no wise cast out.’ That’s for you, for*here you are, coming.” 

“You don’t know me, Mr. Craig. I left my baby fifteen years 
ago because——”’ o 

“Stop!” said the minister. “Don’t tell me, at least not tonight; 
perhaps never. Tell Him who knows it all now and who never be- 
trays a secret. Have it out with Him. Don’t be afraid to trust Him.” 

Nelson looked at him, with his face quivering, and said in a 
husky voice: 

“If this is no good, it’s hell for me.” 

“If it is no good,” replied Craig almost sternly, “it’s hell for 
all of us.” 

The old man straightened himself up, looked up at the stars, 
then back at Mr. Craig, then at me, and drawing a deep breath said: 

“Tl try Him.” As he was turning away the minister touched 
him on the arm and said quietly: 

“Keep an eye on Sandy to-morrow.” 

Nelson nodded and we went on; but before we took the next 
turn I looked back and saw what brought a lump into my throat. 
It was old man Nelson on his knees in the snow, with his hands 
spread upward to the stars, and I wondered if there was any One 
above the stars and nearer than the stars who could see. And then 
the trees hid him from my» sight. 


(Next week read how unconverted Ralph Connor is pressed 
into service to run a Punch-and-Judy show and of the fight to keep 
miners and lumbermen from drunkenness and gambling on Christmas. ) 
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past four hundred years. These 
Auca Indians are no more relics 
of the stone age than are the fi- 
nancial barons living in the stone 
chasms of Wall Street. They have 
been hunted like wild beasts, and 
murdered at sight by other Indi- 
ans and Ecuadoreans, until they, 
in retaliation, have become blood- 
thirsty animals. 


But these missionaries are not 
the first to contact them. Between 
eight and ten years ago, the 
Shell Oil Company was carrying 
on a research in that same sec- 
tion seeking petroleum products. 
These same Auca Indians killed 
eight of these prospectors while 
they were building the concrete 
airstrip at Arajuana (Ara-huna), 
the airstrip from which Ed Mc- 
Culley flew to the place of his 
death, and the airstrip from which 
the helicopter took off in search- 
ing for the missing men of the 
past week. What did the Shell 
Oil Company gain in return for 
the millions of dollars invested? 
Thev gained the deserted village 
of Arajuana; they gained a jungle 
surrounded airstrip; they pre- 
sumably gained the knowledge 
that they had been chasing fleas 
and hunting dead dogs; but no 
one called them fools. 


But the Shell Oil Company were 
not the first to contact them. A- 
bout thirty years ago, two intrepid 
missionaries, Mr. and Mrs. Reu- 
ben Larson, went into this general 
localitv, After more than a week 
‘of following the trail, up over 
the pass through the Andes back 


of Pifo, where the towers of HCJB | 


are now located, nearly freezing 


, en, 


at the 14,000 foot altitude; along) 


the brink of canyons, where risk- 
ing their own lives, where a mis- 
step by one of the mules would 
have plunged them into the abyss 
below: down into the steaming 
fever-infested jungle at Tena: 
there to find not Only Indians, 
but settlers who had established 
great haciendas, with the Indians 
as virtual slaves. 


I met a man, Senor, Enrique 
Hurtado, in Quito; his nephew, 
Senor Vargas, works in Pontiac at 
the present time. This Senor was 
a young man on his father’s haci- 
enda when the Larsons came into 
_ the jungle. His family went there 
for riches, but they finally gave 
up when they discovered that 
they had been chasing fleas and 
hunting dead dogs: but no one 
called them fools because of their 
unsuccessful adventure. 


But the Spanish settlers were 
not the first to contact the area 
under consideration. On December 
25, 1539, Gonzalo Pizzaro with 350 
Spanish soldiers went into this 
Same section seeking treasures of 
gold, silver, and precious stones 
in the jungle. Two years later, a 
band of eighty diseased, emaci- 
ated, discouraged men _ arrived 
back at Quito again. They could 
Only report that they had been 
chasing fleas and hunting dead 
dogs, more literally, perhaps, than 
the story recalls. But no one 
called them fools; on the contrary, 


they are historically referred to | 


as the intrepid explorers 
opened up that part of South 
America to civilization. Poor civili- 
zation, it gets blamed for much 
for which it is not accountable. 


But where did Gonzalo Pizzaro 
get his ideas? From his half bro- 
ther, Francisco Pizzaro, who, in 
1531, led a little band of 185 
Spanish soldiers in the cruel con- 
quest of the great Inca Empire for 
the sake of stealing the unequalled 
Store of gold, silver, and precious 


who | 


| Missionary 


| 
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Stones, amassed through the pre- 
ceeding centuries at Cuzco, in| 
Peru. But what good did all this 
treasure do Pizzaro? In the mean- 
time, pirates had 
themselves on the southern side’ 
of the Island of Jamaica, and’ 
When the Spanish galleons, loaded 
With Inca _ treasures, _ sailed 
through the Carribean Sea, they 
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were captured, and their rich car- 
goes were transferred to the pi- 
rate stronghold. 


This pirate city became, probab- 
ly, the world’s richest city, and al- 
so probably, the world’s wickedest 
city. Naked prostitutes roamed the 
city streets seeking customers: life 
was as cheap as the insects craw- 
ling on the sidewalks; gambling 
and corruption was unequalled in 
the world’s history; the stench 
rose to the nostrils of a pure, 
holy, all-powerful God. One day 
the whole side of a mountain back 
of this pirate city, slipped into 
the sea back of what is now King- 
ston Harbor, and the riches of the 
Incas are now buried under per- 
haps a thousand feet of stone 
and soil, What had Pizarro and his 
conquistadors achieved? Actually, 
they had been chasing fleas and 
hunting dead dogs. Yet, history 
has never called them fools. On 
the contrary, the Encyclopedia A- 
mericana refers to Pizarro as ‘a 
man of remarkable military geni- 
us, and of great integrity and high 
moral purpose.” 

The Aucas and the Jivaros and 
the Quechuans of the present day, 
are the descendants of those de- 
spised, enslaved, ravished Incas, 
one of the proudest races that ever 
lived. For over four hundred years, 
they have either been slaves of 
the noble white man, or have 
been hiding in jungles, there to 
become in some cases, the mis- 
sionary murderers of today. 

No one has ever thought of 
them except in terms of exploita- 
tion. Their riches have been stol- 
their great palaces, irrigating 
systems, paved roads, and other 
marvelous achievements have been 
wrecked and despoiled. And how 
much richer is the world because 
of such inhuman treatment? Just 
as much richer as it would have 
been had it spent its time chasing 
fleas and hunting dead dogs. 

Finally five splendid young men 
began to look over in the Auca 
Macedonia. They saw there a peo- 
ple who hated everybody, and in 
turn, were hated and feared by 
everybody. These five young men 
began to see them, not through 
the eyes of adventure; not through 
the eyes of greed and avaricious- 
ness, but through redeemed eyes, 
eyes that could see in them the 
ones for whom the Lord Jesus 
Christ died, just as fully as He 
died for you and me. 

Why these five men considered 
that it was advisable to try to 
contact these Aueas at this time 
is a question that is answered by 
a radio message sent from Shell 


'Mera by Abe Van derPuy of Ra- 
dio Station 


HCJB, rebroadcast 
over HCJB, recorded on tape at 
Fullerton, California, and rushed 
here by air mail.in time for this 
service today, 

Suppose we listen to a part of 
recording: 

“On Friday, January 6, the first 
friendly contact with the savage 
Auca Indians was made on the 
beach of the Curaray River by five 
evangelical missionaries. The five 
men are Nathaniel Saint, of the 
Aviation Fellowship, 
Edward McCully, Peter Fleming, 
and Jim Elliot of Christian Mis- 
sions in Many Lands, and Roger 
Youderian of the Gospel Mission- 
ary Union. The last word heard 
from these five men came at noon 
on Sunday, January 8, when they 
indicated that everything was go- 
ing well and that they would give 
a further report by radio at 4:30 
on the same day. They did 
not keep the scheduled report. 

John Keenan of the Missionary 
Aviation Fellowship flew over the 
site on the Curaray River the next 
|morning and found a Piper Super 
which they had used to 


standing on the beach with all the 
fabric stripped off it. 


On this first, and a number of} 
no sign}: 


extra flights, there was 
of the five men in question, 
Before additional facts concern- 
ing the above are given, it is 
imperative that we give a com- 
plete report concerning the pur- 
pose which animated these mis- 
sionary colleagues and the very 
thorough preparation which they 
made in this supreme attempt to 
establish friendly contact with the 
Auca Indians and present to them 
the gospel message. 
We believe that a few para- 


graphs of a letter written by Nate 
Saint on December 18, 1955, ade- 
quately expressed the purpose and 
feeling of the entire group of men 
and gives a very justifiable reason 
for risking their lives to reach 
these savage Aucas. 


“As we have a high-old-time at 
Christmas, may we who know 
Christ hear the cry of the dam- 
ned as they hurdle headlong into 
the Christless night without ever 
a chance. May we be moved with 
compassion as our Lord was. May 
we shed tears of repentance for 
those whom we have failed to 
bring out of darkness. Beyond the 
smiling scenes of Bethlehem may 
we see the crushing agonies of 
Golgotha,. May God give us’ a new 
vision of His will concerning the 
lost, and our responsibility. Would 
that we could comprehend the lot 
of these Stone Age people, who 
live in mortal fear and anguish on 
the jungie trails. Those to whom 
the bark of a gun means sudden, 
mysterious death; those who think 
of all men in the world as killers 
like themselves, If God would 
grant us the vision, the word sac- 
rifice would disappear from our 
lips and thoughts. We would hate 
the things that now seem dear 
to us; our lives would suddenly 
be too short. We would despise 
time-robbing distractions and 
charge the enemy with all our en- 
ergy in the name of Christ. May 
God help us to judge by the e- 
ternity that separates the Aucas 
from the comprehension of Christ- 
mas and from Him, whom though 
He was rich, yet for our sakes be- 
came poor so that we. through 
His poverty might be made rich.” 

For some years now a number 
of evangelical missionaries in Ec- 
uador have been greatly concerned 
about reaching the Auca Indians. 
A party went in search of them 
by raft down one of the Jungle 
rivers, only to be ambushed by 
the Aucas at a river bend when 
the force of the river current car 


ried the raft nearer to the bank. 
Fortunately, all the people on the 
raft escaped without any serious 
injury. Then, during the past year 
it has been possible to be in con- 
tact with four Auca women, who 
fled from their own tribe, and 
who are now living in the ter- 
ritory of the Quechuan Indians of 
the Northern Jungle, From one of 
the women especially, a limited 
vocabulary of Auca words and 
verbs have been obtained so as| 


to make contact with the Aucas 


feasible from this standpoint. The | 
last visit of these Auca women 
was made in December, 1955, and 
from them additional words and) 
phrases were obtained. With this | 
background we can continue this) 
story of heroic missionary sacri- 
fice. 

This partieular incident begins 
with sighting the Auca Intians 
from the air on September 29, 
1955. From that time forward the 
five fellows involved made very, 
thorough, ingenious, and remark- 
able preparations to establish con- 
tact with the Aucas. The journal 
carefully kept by Nate Saint, the 
pilot of the plane, indicates that 
from October 6, 1955, until the 
end of the year, a total of twelve 
flights were made to the village 
of the Aucas, about ten minutes 
flying time from Arajuana, On all 
of the twelve flights, gifts were 
freely dropped from the plane, or 
sent down to the Indians by the 
unique bucket method perfected 
by Nate Saint. These gifts con- 
sisted of aluminum kettles, shirts 
and trousers, machettes, combs 
and brightly colored ribbons. With 
the exception of the first flight. 
the gifts were immediately  ap- 
propriated by the Indians. These 
regular flights made about a week 
apart seemed to make the Indians 
increasingly friendly. 


‘and some cones 
as their return gifts, On six other 


At first the plane flew at a 


high altitude 
and 
in This con- 


succeeeding flights. 


above the Indians | 
gradually came down lower ition and point of departure was 


tinued until the missionary was 
flying at such a low altitude that 
all of the characteristic features 
of the Aucas and environments 
could be clearly established, Per- 
haps the most interesting feature 
of these preliminary contacts is 
that after a number of trips the In- 
dians became understanding e- 
nough to return some gifts of 
their own when the bucket meth- 


od of dropping things to them was 


used. The first such incident oc- 
curred on November 12 when the 
Indians placed a feathered crown 
in the bucket 


occasions the. Indians returned 
gifts, including a parrot, a large 
black bird and some of their own 
food stuffs, such as yucca, fish, 
cooked meat, and other things. 

There were at least three other 
things that the Indians did which 
gave evidence of a certain degree 
of friendship: 

First, they cut dewn large trees 
around their village, making a 
clearing so it weuld be easier 
to drop gifts to them. 

Second, they made a crude mo- 
del airplane and put it on the 
roof of one of their houses, 

Third, they built a platform, 
bout 20 feet high from which they 
could establish contact with the 
low flying airplane. 

Based upon the increasing 
friendliness of the Aucas, the five 
men now made specific prepara- 
tions to fly to a beach on the Cur- 
aray river, just a few miles from 
the Auca village and make an all- 
out attempt to reach these In- 
dians, whom they had contacted in 
twelve flights over their village. 
Plans were made in a very thor- 
ough way and included provisions 


A- 


for many days: a prefabricated 
tree house, with hidden weapons 
in case of dire emergency, good 


radio equipment, and establishing 
contact at once. The base of opera- 


(Continued on page 10) 
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Christian periodicals in other parts 
of the world. New papers include, 
Gospel for the Millions, (Japan), 
Envol (French), The New Nation 
(Gold Coast), Vida (Spanish), and 
The Labarin Ekklesvia (for Hausa 
speaking people of northern Ni- 
geria). Plans are underway also 
for a new magazine in Chinese 
with publication offices in Hong 
Kong. 

The Sudan Interior Mission 
colportage association is now giv- 
ing out tracts in five different 
languages. 
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Cittle Things 


By Ken Anderson 


There is an old saying that goes 
like this: “It isn’t the mountain 
ahead that wears you out—it’s the 


grain of sand in your shoe.” 


That is about right, is it not? 


‘Many a man has worried for fear 
‘he would not be able to cross a 
‘mountain, and has 
'some miles before he passed the 


had to stop 


foothills because he had not taken 
time to clean his shoes! That has 
been the secret of failure in many 
Christians’ lives. The Christian has 
been eager to avoid big sins, Out- 
wardly, his life has been one of 
extreme piety. But there were hid- 
den things—a little pebble in the 
shoe—which caused failure in his 
Christian life! 

One tiny piece of dirt in a carbu- 
retor can keep the most powerful 
truck from climbing a mountain 
road! Not a big thing, but an all- 
important thing! 

How is it with your life, Chris- 
tian? 
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Were They Foolhardy? 


(Continued from page 9) 


Arajuana, which has been occu- 
pied as a mission station by the 
McCullys. 

The unique way of picking up a 
bucket by a moving airplane was 
brought about by flying the plane 
in a perfect circle with a rope 
some 1,000 feet in length let 
down from it. From a perfect cir- 
cle, the end of the rope settled in 
the exact center and could thus 
be easily handled on the ground. 

Going back to Arajuana every 
night Pete Fleming left a day-by- 
day diary that gave evidence that 
some of the younger Indians, at 
least were inclined to be 
friendly. As a matter of fact, Nate 
Saint took one young man for a 
flight in his airplane, and the 
young man seemed to enjoy it 
tremendously. 

Seemingly the wall of separation 
between these naked denizens of 
the jungle and the strange white 
people was being broken down, Al 
signs pointed to a friendly recep- 
tion and an opportunity to tell 
them of a Saviour who loved them, 
even though all others hated 
them. 

What happened, we do not 
know; perhaps we will never know 
upon earth. Perhaps some of the 
tribe from outlying settlements 
who had not been contacted before 
suddenly appeared on the scene. 
Perhaps some of the older Indians, 
suspicious because of past betray- 
als, decided that they could not 
trust these heavenly visitors. All 
we do know is that the bodies 
of five of the finest intellects, 
and most consecrated lives, are 
out in the jungle today. I had met 
four of these young men; I had 
been entertained in the homes of 
three of them, and I know that 
they were unexcelled in the realm 
of missionary personnell. And 
many are saying, “Why should 
such lives be wasted? Why should 
such ability and training be 
brought to such an untimely end? 
Why did they go where they were 
not wanted in the first place?” 


These very same questions were 
asked by a little group of dis- 
couraged, fearful, heartbroken 
men, in an upper room that was 
securely locked, nearly two thou- 
sand years ago. Their Lord and 
Master, Jesus, had been hated, re- 


very | 


jected, tortured, crucified, and 
slain. He had done nothing but 
good, yet they despised Him. He 
had healed their sick, yet they 
nailed Him to the cross. Was 
this the end? No!! three days 
later the angel shouted, “He is 
not here; He is risen; come see 
the place where the Lord lay.” 
And the Christianity of today is 
the result of a man having died. 
The growing church has always 
been the persecuted church; the 
weak, spiritually poor church has 
always been the popular church. 
The blood of the martyrs has al- 
ways been the fertilizing agency 
of the church. 

These young men have proved 
that the contest with the Devil 
is one of life and death. They 
have shown that a greater degree 
of heroism is needed to represent 
the life that is in Christ Jesus, 
than is needed in any other walk 
of life. They have dramatically re- 
vealed the fact that the Christian 
warfare is not a pink tea affair, 
but is a challenge to the greatest 
consecration to a cause that is 
possible. They, being dead, are yet 
speaking. They are speaking to 
you; they are speaking to me, Aft- 
er all, in the annals of Missionary 
advance, this Satan-inspired trag- 
edy is not at all unusual. There 
were the three Freds murdered 
in the Upper Amazon just a few 
years ago; murdered in a place 
that now has a strong missionary 
work. There were the two Chris- 
tian and Missionary Alliance 
workers murdered in the moun- 
tan vastnesses of New Guinea a 
couple of years ago, a section that 
is now wide open to missionary 
work. No one upon earth knows 
how many million have been mur- 
dered for their faith during the 
Christian erd, some estimate it 
as high as 100,000,000. 

It is natural for the flesh to 
love peace, and popularity, and 
prosperity, but the Bible declares, 
and history proves that these trip- 
lets are the greatest enemies of 
any nation, rather than its great- 
est friends. They led Israel into 
idolatry again and again; Gibbons 
in his Rise and Fall of the Roman 
Empire shows that they ate the 
foundation from under that great 
world power; and every earnest 


The three recently-martyred missionaries of Christian Missions 
in Many Lands (Plymouth Brethren) who have been working toward 


Auca contacts for several years. Names, left to right: Ed McCully, 
Pete Fleming, Jim Elliot. 


Christian is fearful that this land 
of ours is being wooed into a 
false sense of security by this 
same set of triplets, 


Mr. Leo Cherne, Executive Di- 
rector of the Research Institute of 
America which has a yearly ex- 
penditure of $6,000,000 says, ‘““Ten 
years from now your income will 
be up 20 per cent. You will have 
a four-day working week and 
probably a guaranteed annual 
wage. The head of every family 
will own two of the 81,000,000 
cars on the U. S. highways. One 
of your cars will be jet propelled. 
You will be able to fly from New 
York to London in five hours. 
Your house will be heated and 
lighted by the sun. The built-in 
cooking units will be cleverly hid- 
den behind sliding doors. Auto- 
matic eyes will open and close 
the windows as temperature and 
weather change. Plastic cans, pre- 


cooked meats, and microwave 


By Aunt Jessie 
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ore and More Get Puzzles Right 


I wish you could see 
Barbara and Joy (two 
lassies from Wheaton Col- 
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lege who help us with the 
puzzle mail) checking 
your entries and address- 
ing envelopes for your 
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free books. The names of 
many of you regular puz- 
zle fans are becoming fa- 
miliar to them and they 
always send up a special 
cheer when you get your 
entries right. We have 
been noticing that a larger 
percentage of you _ get 


29 


32 33 


36 
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them right each succeed- 
ing week—so of course we 
are all happy about that. 

We have a wonderful 
booklet this week to give 
to those of you who cor- 
rectly complete Puzzle No. 
19. It is Dr. John R. 
Rice’s Healing in Answer 
to Prayer and it will an- 
swer many questions you 
have had about this im- 


48 49 


portant subject. Is it 
right to pray for healing? 
Should Christians use doc- 


47 


Ff 


56 


oy 3: 


g | Q] 
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Name _. 


tors and medicine? Is 
healing in the atonement? 
Is it always God’s will to 
heal? You will appreciate 
the Bible answers and the 
careful way in which Dr. 
Rice handles a_ contro- 
versial subject. 

Here is what you do to 
win the, book: 


1. Fill in the empty 
blanks according to the 


clews given, Answers 
must be correct and com- 
plete. | 


Address 


entries. If you do not wish to cut up your copy of THE Sw 
on another piece of paper or a postcard. 

3. To receive the booklet, Healing in Answer to Prayer, your 
night, SATURDAY, APRIL 21, 1956. The Answ 


THE SWORD OF THE LORD. 


Zone___. State 


Se 


- 2. Print (not write) 
your own name and ad- 
dress in the blank below 
the puzzle and mail to: 
Aunt Jessie, PUZZLE 


- EDITOR, The Sword of 
the Lord, Wheaton, Iili- 
nois. We cannot return 


ORD OF THE LORD, you may print your answers 


entry must be postmarked by mid- 
er to Puzzle No. 19 will appear in the April 27 issue of 


cooking methods will be common 
place. Your wrist watch size radio 
will be purchased for $25 at any 
corner drug store.” Inother 
words, a utopia upon earth is the 
dream of the scientist of today. 

But.all of this progress will not 
help the cause of missions: all 
of this progress is not in itself 
advancing the cause of the cru- 
cified Jesus; as a matter of fact, 
standing before Almighty God to 
give an account of the things done 
in the flesh, this material pro- 
gress, without commensurate spiri- 
tual progress will mean no more 
t6 Him than chasing fleas and 
hunting dead dogs. 

Satan, in seeking permission 
from God Almighty to test and 
try the patriarch Job, said, “All 
that a man hath will he give for 
his life’ (Job 2:4). @hat was a 
lie: it is not true, Thank God that 


here were five young men who, 
in this materialistic age, proved 
that convictions are more impor- 
tant than life; here were five 
young men who had such a burden 
for the souls of those hated, de- 
spised, exploited Aucas, that they 
said, “Dangerous though it may be, 
we can’t let them plunge into a 
hopeless eternity without putting 
forth some effort, at least, to carry 


.| the Gospel to them.” Paul had such 


a burden for his countrymen that 


he said, “For I could wish that” 


myself were accursed from Christ 
for my brethren, my kinsmen ac- 
cording to the flesh.” (Romans 
9:3).’ Moses cried out to God after 
they had made the golden calf 
by crying, “Yet now, if thou wilt 
forgive their sin—: and if not, blot 
me, I pray thee, out of thy book 
which thou hast written.” (Exod, 
32:32). 

Have you ever had such a con- 
cern over the lost condition of oth- 
ers that you would gladly face 
death to get the Gospel to them? 
Have I ever spent months of 
pleading for people for whom the 
world had no pity and no con- 
cern until I couldn’t stand it any 
longer, and finally said, “No mat- 
ter what the cost, I can’t withold 
the message any longer; if it takes 
my life, I must go.” 

Unless vou and I have entered 
into the Spirit of the Lord Jesus 
Christ enough to say, “No physical 
comfort; no material blessing; no 
sense of safety; is of as great 
importance as is the fulfilling of 
the great commission,” then, we 
had better blush with shame as 
we bow in memory before five 
young men who could say with 
Paul, “But none of these things 
move me, neither count I my life 
dear unto myself, so that I might 
finish my course with joy, and the 
ministry which I have received of 
the Lord Jesus, to testify the gos- 
pel of the grace of God.” (Acts 
20:24). And Paul went to Rome 
to be beheaded! 


In Heaven today, five young 
men are receiving the _ victor’s 
crown from a hand that has nail- 
prints in it, and are hearing words 
of praise such as you and I will 
never hear unless we, too, have 
such a passion to reach the lost 
that life itself will have no value 
except as it is wholly yielded to 


Him. — THE END — 


Puzzle Number 19 


CLEWS ACROSS 


1 Son of Leah and Jacob 

5 David's son, whom he mourned 
The Hebrews were forbidden to 
muzzle these animals 

An island near Crete 

Direction (Abbr.) 
Scandinavian navigator; reput- 
ed discoverer of America 
Mighty man of valor of the 
f@mily of Benjamin. (I Chr. 
7:12) 

Elias (Abbr.) 

Son of Hur. (Ex. 31:2) 

Life fluid 

A king who began his reign 
with a campaign against idola- 
try. (1 Ki. 15:8) 

The lotus tree 

Sea eagle 

Flat, round plate 

Christmas carol 

State (Abbr.) 

Exclamation 

Sea monster, probably a croco- 
dile 


37 King of Bashan 

39 Moon goddess 

40 Indigo 

42 Island off the coast of Asia 
Minor 

44 Poem 

46 Animal having no feet 

48 Esdras — a version of Ezra 
(Abbr. ) 

49 Island south of Greece 

51 Hail 

92 Territory of Hawaii (Abbr.) 


One-fourth of an acre 
Talk wildly 


26 Judah’s first-born 
57 High 
60 Liquefy 
62 Makes possible 
63 Saltpeter 
CLEWS DOWN 
1 The Babe of Bethlehem 
2 Act 
3 Chopping tool 
4 Plant of economic value. (Is. 
18:4) 
6 Before Christ 
7 Went quickly 
8 Aaron (Abbr.) 
9 Liberal Unionist (Abbr.) 
10 ee seaport on the Black 
ea 
11 The last of the prophets, who 
prophesied about B.C. 420 
13 River of Africa, which for 1800 
miles traverses Bible country 
16 Son of Ephraim’s son, Shuth- 


elah. (Num. 26:36) 


/ 


18 Medicinal seed which resembles 
manna 

22 Graven image 

24 Preposition 

25 The Israelites, under Joshua, 


were smitten here 

Tall grasses which grow 
marshes 

Italian goddess, for whom De- 
metrius made silver shrines 
Fifty-six 

Rhubarb 

Early heretical sect, which held 
that Christ’s.body was a phan- 
tom (D — — — — — —) see 
Webster’s Unabridged Diction- 
ary 

Thatch composed of leaves 
Land in Egypt, which Joseph 
promised to his father. (Gen. 
45:10) 

The greatest thing in the world 
Natural power which produces 
hypnotism 

Conjunction 


in 


slaying the Philistines 
Small town in Lycaonia, visited 
4 * gta and Barnabas. (Acts 


Black, solid combustible sub- 
stance 

Evening 

From which woman was made 
High priest who had two un 
godly sons , 
Principal deity of Egypt, from 
whom the Pharaohs claimed 
descent 

French article 

Trinity term (Abbr.) 
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Page Eleven 


Jungle Journeys in Ecuador 


(Continued from page 8) 


cup his hand like a_mask, 
and hold it over a friend’s face, 
and then they would go off into 
peals of laughter. The ice was 
broken, and the Indians were our 
friends now. No need to call them 
together for a meeting—they 
didn’t want to let these newcom- 
ers out of their sight! They eag- 
erly listened to every word we 
had to say, and we had the op- 
portunity of telling about the Lord 
Jesus Christ, and how He came 
to save them from their sin. Once 
again barriers had been broken 
down, and the Indians were our 
friends for life. Better still, some 
of them gained another and a bet- 
ter Friend for life, but the medi- 
cal ministry led the way, and 
opened the door! 

Dwelling in all this are many 
tribes of Indians, some friendly, 
some unfriendly, at least one in 
the area not far from Shandia 
made up of ferocious killers. That 
jungle is Satan’s territory, and a 
visitor needs not to be there long to 
find out that fact. But by the 
grace of God, we want to claim 
these unreached souls for Christ. 
Dangerous? Yes,—but God is ab- 
le to protect His own, and in this 
effort to evangelize the jungle 
tribes, the medical work is of su- 
preme importance. 

Second Timothy 1: 7-9 speaks 
of not being ‘‘ashamed of the testi- 
mony of our Lord, nor of me his 
prisoner: but be thou partaker 
of the afflictions of the gospel, ac- 
cording to the power of God...” 
Not too many of us know anything 
of being “partakers of the afflic- 
tions of the gospel,’’ but these mis- 
sionaries in the jungle of Ecuador 
know it very well. It is part and 
parcel of their daily life, but they 
live “according to the power of 
God,” blessed be His name! 

As soon as the weather was 
clear, Nate Saint came to take 
us to the next station. How the 
Indians crowded around the lit- 
tle plane, pleading with us to come 
back soon, then the missionaries 
came to express their thanks and 
appreciation, and we bowed our 
heads to ask the Lord’s continued 
blessing upon them, upon the cases 
treated, and upon the witness of 
the precious Word of Life. As the 
plane circled twice around the 
station, we looked down on the 
waving Indians, and on _ those 
young people, full-blooded Ameri- 
cans, who counted it not loss to 
give up all the comfort, conveni- 
ences and luxury of life at home, 
to live in bamboo huts for Jesus’ 
sake; to face the heat of the e- 
quatorial jungles day after day. 
Often called out at night, toiling 
with a strange language, strange 
food, often distressing customs of 
the local tribes, cheerfully and de- 
terminedly they worked on, and 
their number can be multiplied ad 
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infinitum. Of these it might tru- 
ly be said “the world was not 
worthy,” and as the plane circled 
high and the little clearing in the 
jungle was swallowed up by the 
green carpet, I thought of the 
words of the Lord Jesus Himself, 
“He that loveth father or mother 
more than me is not worthy of 
me... and he that taketh not 
his cross, and followeth after me, 
iS not worthy of me.” 

So with full hearts we waved 
good-by to our friends at Shandia 
and headed north, toward the sta- 
tion of the Alliance of Dos Rios. 
Missionary aviation has transform- 
ed life in the jungle, saving 
the missionary’s time and energy. 
In ten minutes we covered a dis- 
tance it would have taken six 
Or more weary, dangerous hours 
to tramp, nor could we have car- 
ried the medical supplies so nec- 
essary to our work. The landing 
strip for Dos Rios is at the smal! 
town of Tena, about a half mile 
away, and this is the capital of 
the northern jungle, having a pop- 
ulation of about 300. Rev. Mor- 
rison Fuller of the Christian and 
Missionary Alliance met us, with 
a group of their school boys to 


carry our medical equipment and | 


luggage to the station, crossing 
a river to reach it. After a little 
refreshment, we faced the inevit- 
able, lengthy line of patients, who 
had been waiting for a long time 
for us to arrive. Almost every 
one had parasites and worms, and 
it was pitiful to see the many 
wasted little children. I think the 


thing that impressed me most of | 


all that day was the terrible teeth 
all had. In the first four hours, I 
had to pull 24 teeth, and I long- 
ed for more formal training in 
dentistry. But the Lord was good, 
and sOmehow with His help we 
manage to do things outside the 
actual sphere of our own work. 


A Mayor Waits to Have Tooth | 


Pulled; Hears Gospel 


To my amazement, later in the 
day I found the Mayor of Tena 
waiting in line with the rest. This 
is a seat of government, and 
he is a man of some local im- 
portance, but he was patiently 
waiting in line. Incidentally, a 
good many folks in my homeland 
could learn some lessons in con- 
sideration, for except in case of 
emergency, everyone waits his or 
her turn. We have always cCar- 
ried out this policy, but I was 
surprised to find the Mayor wait- 
ing. And he had come to have a 
tooth pulled—a great big molar in 
the back of his mouth! So, breath- 
ing a prayer for help, I began 
to work on that stubborn molar, 


after administering local anes- 
thetic. To my relief it came out 


in one piece, and the Mayor had 
felt no pain at all! He was most 
grateful, and his wife expressed 
her gratitude as weil. Was there 
anything they could do for me? 
No, I replied, except to accept 
a copy of the New Testament, 
and promise to read it. This they 
promised to do. 

What had brought the Mayor of 
Tena and his wife to the mission 
station at Dos Rios? Had they 
come to hear the Gospel? No in- 
deed, a physical need had brought 
him. He might have listened poli- 
tely to us had we called at his 
home, but through contact with 
the medical work, his response 
had been very different, he left as 
a good friend, and contrary to 
the usual custom, he left with a 
gift from his doctor—that gift be- 
ing the Word of God. 


The next day was Sunday, and 
we were glad of an opportunity 
for physical rest, and for spiritual 
blessing as we attended the church 
service at Dos Rios. It is always 
a special thrill to me to be with 
these redskins, singing the praises 
of our blessed Lord. That evening 
it was my privilege to speak to the 
boys in the school there, and they 
were very attentive, except for 
three or four in the back row, They 
were restless, and finally seemed 
to be in some sort of scuffle—a 
most unusual thing for these nor- 
mally well-behaved Indian lads. 
Finally one of them caught some- 
thing—a lizard, which they killed, 
but they explained that it was 
very dangerous, for a bite or even 
a scratch from its claw would 
mean the development of a chronic 
ulcer almost impossible to heal. 


| 
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The next day we made an early 
start for the airstrip, but on the 
trail we met about thirty people 
making their way to Dos Rios. 
How their faces fell when we told 
them we were just leaving. They 
had several children with them, 
and explained that the day before 
being Sunday, they had not come 
to the station. What could one do? 
When we reached the air strip, I 
picked out an old piece of wood 
to sit on, and right there, in the 
open air, we held a clinic! Again 
we had made many friends for the 
missionaries, but more important, 
we had made many friends for the 
Gospel, and we hope it will yield 
fruit unto eternal life in the hearts 
of many. Of course the follow-up 
work is done by the missionaries 
on the local station. 


After flying back to Shell Mera 
to refuel, and a two-hour visit 
with Barbara and the boys, we 
took off again, this time heading 
southward. About ten minutes’ 
flying time out of Shell Mera 
we saw a place where a smal. 
river joins the main river, called 
the Pastaza. Here on the point 
between these two rivers is a 
clearing, and the beginning of an 
airstrip. This is the station called 
Puyo-Pungo, being opened by Bet- 
ty and Jim Elliot, (Elliot was an- 
other of five martyrs killed by 
Auca Indians recently. Editor.) 
Betty Elliot is the former Betty 
Howard, daughter of Dr. and Mrs. 
Philip Howard of the Sunday 
School Times. The airstrip was 
not ready, so all we could do was 
circle the clearing, and Betty and 
Jim waved to us, They greatly 
need our prayers, as they pioneer 
in a work under primitive condi- 
tions. 


Soon we reached the Alliance 
station of Chupientsa, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Moffat came to greet us. 
Our plane was immediately sur- 
rounded by the boys of the school, 
and by several Jivaro Indian men. 


The Jivaros are entirely dilif- 
ferent from the Quichuas of the 
north. Their language is different, 
their way of dress is.distinct, and 
both men and women paint their 
faces with black and red dye. The 
full dress of the men is usually 
nothing more than a small, brown 
cloth wrapped around their hips, 
like a short skirt. These Jivaros 
are the Indians known for their 
former grisly custom of obtaining 
the heads of their various victims 
and by a secret process, shrink- 
ing these heads down to about the 
size of an orange. Two witch doc- 
tors were there, and I never hope 
to see a pair of more savage-look- 
ing men. Their long hair was tied in 
small braids; there were necklaces 
of animal teeth around their 
necks, and they had earrings of 
bird feathers. With their painted 
faces, they certainly looked the 
part of savage jungle witch doc- 
tors! We were told they had been 
known to have killed several peo- 
ple, and as a rule, they were nev- 
er seen in a Christian mission 
station, but it was the same story, 
their physical need drew them. 
We treated them and had a chance 
to witness to them. 


As we neared Macuma, the 
weather abruptly changed, dark, 
lack clouds appeared, we entered 
a jungle rain, and visibility was 
poor, just as we entered the pass 
that leads to this mission station 
of the Gospel Missionary Union. 
The little Piper began to rock and 
toss, as wind currents bounced 
us about, and the mountains seem- 
ed unusually rugged and rocky, 
the jungle trees very close! But in 
the Lord’s goodness we were soon 
through the pass, and entered the 
valley in which the mission station 
of Macuma is located. Down be- 
low was an endless forest of trees, 
with an occasional stream and 
waterfall, and then we sighted the 
airstrip, which looked rather tiny 
from the air. Slowly we lost al- 
titude,* and although it seemed 
impossible to land in such a small 
space, the ground came rapidly up 
to meet us, and we were bumping 
along the rough field that serves 
as a landing space. Here a great 
crowd waited, for the Indians had 
been told days in advance that 
the missionary doctor was com- 
ing. I wish you might see them, 


for these Indians at Macuma are} 


almost completely untouched by 
civilization, apart from their con- 
tact with the missionaries. They 
are seen in the native dress they 
have worn perhaps for centuries. 
The Frank Drown family, Ralph 
Stuck and his family, Roger You- 


'has committed sins 
|Creator of the world, and firmly 


derian, (Now Martyred. Ed.) and 
his family and Dorothy Walker 
ali waited to greet us, A large 
staff, you say? Yes, but two of 
the couples are there only for 
language study, and as soon as 
they have mastered it sufficiently 
to preach the Word, they will 
move on into the jungle, going 
deeper and deeper as they pioneer 
in this untouched field. 


I shall never forget how the In- 
dians looked. The men had all fix- 
ed their hair in different ways— 
some was neatly braided; in oth-| 
ers, the hair hung long and rag-'! 
ged, while still others had it cut 
in a definite pattern or shape a- | 
round their faces. All of them had | 
faces painted with red and black 
lines, in various designs. The wo- 
men all wore earrings, and men 
and women alike were barefoot. 
Some carried blowguns, and the 
majority had old muzzle loading 
rifles—a more untamed group of 
headhunters one would never wish 
to see! However, they are not so 
bad if they are your friends! When 
a member of their family dies, the 
witch doctor will say he had been 
bewitched by another Indian, and | 
the only revenge for that is. 
death, so one killing starts, and 
another jungle war is on. Oh how 
these poor Indians need the Gos- | 


pel of God’s love and grace! | 

As soon as we had enjoyed a 
drink of cool lemonade, we be- 
gan our work in the clinic, where 
a long line of patients awaited 
us, 


The Flaming Volcano Pictures 
Hell to Heathen Indians | 


We worked until dusk fell, and | 
I shall long remember the sunset | 
that night. The storm had cleared | 
away, the whole range of the) 
mighty Andes came into view in 
the west, and as the sun sank 
slowly out of sight, the clouds 
overhead became a brilliant orange | 
and red, against the grey-blue| 
of the sky. The scene was 
completed by the silhouette of 
the thatched cottages of the mis- 
sionaries, and a few palm trees 
etched against the brilliant beau- 
ty of the sky. Right through the 
Macuma pass, I could see the 
snowcapped volcano called San- 
gay. It is one of the most ac- 
tive in the world, and at night 
an orange glow can be seen, with 
an occasional burst of what seems 
to be flame. It was an awe-in- 
spiring sight, and solemnized my 


; 
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thinking. To us, it Was merely a 
volcano, one of-God’s mighty works, | 
but to the Indian it is the gateway | 
to Hell. He is convinced that he | 
against the | 
believes that when he dies, he will | 
have to pass through the flaming | 
“door” he can see at night, far 
away. 


have no hope in the life to come, 


Is it any wonder we long for a 
larger staff, that we might go 
more often to these remote jungle 
posts, and by our missionary-medi- 
cal ministry, bring more and more 
of these Indians within the sound 
of the Gospel, thus opening doors 
of marvelous opportunity to our 
missionary brethren who serve in 
these jungle areas. Nothing gives 
an Indian as great an incentive for 
coming to the white man, and 
nothing else makes such lasting 
friendships for the Gospel. Our 
chief reason for this jungle min- 
istry is that it helps our mission- 
ary brethren to make contacts 
with hitherto unreached fields. 
Because of this definite policy, 
agreed to make a three-day 
trek with Frank Drown into an 
entirely new and unreached area. 


He sent Indians on ahead to say 


we were coming, and to invite 
them to bring their sick to a spe- 
cific point in the jungle, where 
we would meet them. Three days 
was all I could spare, and we 
hoped to leave early in the morn- 
ing, but before we could get a- 
way, word came over the Jungle 
Network of some seriously ill ca- 
ses, necessitating our waiting un- 
til the next day, after giving in- 
structions for their care, to see 
how they were. Next morning, no 


sooner had I gotten into contact 
‘with Sucua, than three other sta- 
tions asked to talk, and instead of 


the fifteen-minute radio contact 
planned, we were on the air for 
over an hour, giving instructions 
for the care of the sick ones. In 
the blessing of God, many, many 
lives, both of missionaries and In- 
dians, have been saved and helped 
by the work we can accomplish 
through the Jungle Network. 
We donned old clothes, two pair 
of socks to help the wear and 
tear on our feet as we walked 
the rough trail, canvas leggings to 
protect from thorns and from pos- 
sible snake bite, and finally we 
were ready for the trail, Final 


_good-bys were said and we bowed 


in prayer, asking God to bless 


the journey and enable us to con- 


tact many new people for the 
preaching of His Word. 


As soon as one has gotten a few 
feet from the mission station, 
one is in the deep jungle, walk- 
in single file on the narrow trail. 


We were soon covered with spat- 
ters, and our shoes, leggings and 
trousers were soaked through and 
through. It was a great comfort 
to come to a stream occasion- 
ally, and be able to wade across 
it, cleaning the mud off a bit, 
so our feet would not weigh so 
much! 


Dangers of the Missionary 
Trail 


Suddenly the Indian lad who 


| was our guide motioned us to stop, 
This is not idle dreaming, this is | 
an actual part of their belief, they | 


and Frank brought his gun into 
position, for about 60 feet ahead 
of us was a large tiger. These 


and they know it. When we had | great jungle cats are actually 
visited this station five years be-| more like a jaguar and are not 
fore, the ‘mother of one of the| true tigers, but that is what they 
chiefs was dying of a far-advanced | are called in Ecuador. The big 
and incurable case of a cancer-like | cat crossed the trail slowly, and 


disease causing ulceration of the | 


very deliberately in front of us, 


face, nose, and mouth. When her! and continued on into the forest. 


son told the missionaries of her | 
death, he said she died in mortal | 
fear, screaming that she was lost, | 
and that she was being pulled | 
into the flames of Hell. She begged | 
them not to bury her in the usual | 
way, so she could not be pulled | 
entirely into the flames she felt | 
so certain waited for her. So they | 


buried her in an upright position, | 
leaving half of her body out of) 
the grave, and covering it over 
with a great pile of leaves, 

Oh friends, think of it—dying in| 
agony with no one to tell her 
that Jesus died to save her from 
the curse of death, Sin, and Hell. 


He made no effort to attack, and 
seemed entirely happy to go on 
about his own business. Needless 
to say—so were we! There in the 
heart of the jungle of the Amazon 
headwaters, it is wonderful to 
know that “the angel of the Lord 
encampeth round about them that 
fear him, and delivereth them.” 
So we went on, hour after hour, 
and sometimes I wondered how 
the Indian boy knew how to guide 
us, for there are no road maps, 
no sign posts—just a maze of 
trees and vines, and the narrow 
trail winding up and down hill and 
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US IN OUR GREAT NEED” 


From the Russian Zone of Germany came this heart-rending 
appeal: “Help us in our great need, We have no money. Wea 
are ill and hungry.’ 


, 


A Hebrew Christian refugee in Italy: “‘Let a poor Hebrew 


suffered much through persecution, express 


his warm thanks for your foed parcel. I am 66, quite alone, 


Your gift is great.” 


young Hebrew Christian medical student in Germany, 
with a wife and child, expressed his gratitude for timely help; « 
“We had just 57c when your food parcel came, From the 
bottom of our hearts we thank you.” 


Please do pray for us and send a gift to help our ministry 


and bereft, youngsters in our Children’s 


Home, aged and destitute Hebrew Christians and young Hebrew 


persecution for His sake. The need is very 


great. Please help us. Address Communications to: 


The INTERNATIONAL HEBREW CHRISTIAN ALLIANCE 
Rev, Jacob Peltz, Ph.B., B.D., Secretary 
Dept. SL 


U.S.A. 
5630 N, Campbell Avenue, Chicago 45, Illinois 


Canada 
91 Bellevue Avenue, Toronto, Ontarid 
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THE SWORD OF THE LORD 


Friday, April 13, 1956 


Jungle Journeys in Ecuador 


(Continued from page 11) 


co see ME? All the way to see 
me?” “Yes, we came all the way 
to see you.” “Really, really? Nica- 
sa! Ayaiyu! You came all this way 
to see me, really, really—well, 
well!’ And so the dialogue went 
on for almost twenty minutes. To 
a stranger it seems nothing more 
than a monotonous drone of phra- 
ses and words, but for the Jivaro 
it is a very important part of 
his social life and custom, And all 
the while we were somewhat un- 
comfortable, our shoes and trous- 
ers soaked and thick with mud, as 
they had been all day, our bod- 
ies aching and tired—we wanted 
nothing more than a good, long 
soak or a hot shower and then 
to bed, but of course this was 
impossible. So we sat and waited, 
patiently taking our part in the 
ceremonial greeting until it was 
concluded. 

The the chief, desirous of show- 


across the rivers, On occasions 
the bush was so thick that as 
far as I was concerned, there was 
no trail at all! Thorny brambles 
pulled at our legs, with our hands 
we kept pushing our way through 
the small trees and vines, upon 
occasion finding that the bush 
that looked so innocent was COv- 
ered with thorns and needles. Over 
our heads towered the great jun- 
gle trees, sometimes to a height 
of 150 feet. Overhead was the con- 
tinuous chatter of monkeys, par- 
rots, and other birds. I thought 
I would like to take a picture 
of the trail, but found to my dis- 
may that my light meter register- 
ed about zero. Under our feet 
were layers upon layers of rotting 
leaves, twigs, and berries. Death 
and darkness fill the jungle, and 
how true that is spiritually as 
well, Here live a people that truly 
walk in darkness and in the sha- 
dow of death. ing his courtesy and friendship, 
On and on we went until we| and wanting to give us a hearty 
emerged on the banks of a little| welcome, spoke to his wife and 
jungle stream about 25 feet wide, | told her to bring us some presents. 
with crystal clear water, and | These were nothing more than two 
banks covered with ferns and wild| pineapples and one papaya, but to 
flowers. Here in the midst of| weary and hungry travelers they 
the dank, impenetrable darkness, | looked wonderful. It didn’t take 
was a ray of sunshine, and I | many moments for us to get our 
thought of the Lamb who is the| Knives out, gulp down the papaya 
Light of the City! We were rath-| fruit and start to work on the 
er tired, and-so we opened one of | pineapples. This fruit, when fresh- 
our packs and had some sand-|ly picked and tree-ripened in the 
wiches and cookies, with an or-| jungle, is tasty beyond all de- 
ange for dessert, Then we be-| scription. We then asked for per- 
gan to walk again, plunging quick- | mission to leave for a few minutes, 
ly into the dark jungle trail, push- | and at the nearby creek we wash- 
ing our way through underbrush,|ed up, and how good the cool 
climbing over great logs and fal-| jungle water felt, and the clean, 
len trees, our feet growing more| dry clothing from our pack. Then 
tender and painful as the hours} back up the hill and into the 
passed. After about nine hours of | Indian house. 
walking, our guide assured us we By this time I was refreshed, 
were nearly at our destination,| and began to look a little more 
and he turned sharply to follow | closely at our surroundings. There 
what he was sure was another | on one side was the chief, an 
trail, although it seemed no more| aged man for a Jivaro, being near 
a trail to us than the first one.|his sixtieth birthday, for among 
Then we emerged from the dark- | these people, life expectancy is 
ness of the jungle and there before | about half of that. We later found 
us, in a small clearing, was the| out that he led a wicked and vio- 
home of the chief, surrounded by | lent life, murdering many people 
about an acre of ground, all plant-|and probably _ shrinking their 
ed in yuca bushes. I understand it | heads, as grisly warning to oth- 
is from roots such as these that|ers who might incur his anger. 
we get tapioca, and it is one of| There he sat on the tree trunk, 
their staple foods. no clothing except a dirty brown 
We were to spend two days| cloth wrapped around his hips, 
in the oval house. about 40 feet | his body thick with dirt, and gath- 
at its longest point, the side wall ‘ered near him about a dozen oth- 
of split wood from the chonta| ers in like condition. Most of them 
palm. Each piece was lashed to the | had come to consult the white 
next one, with a wall somewhat| doctor, for the local missionary 
like a stockade, and a roof thatch- | had sent word out long before 
ed with long grass. The roof | that the missionary doctor would 
is supported with two tail poles,| come. They were an interesting 
and all in ali, the structure|and distinctive sight, faces and 
slightly resembles a large tent.| chests painted, each one with a 
At each end are two openings | different headdress of feathers. 
about two feet wide, and when | Around the edge of the hut were 
they want to close the door, they | three bamboo beds—and how I] 
just insert some more sticks in| wished for an air mattress! In the 
the ground, and the door is gone!| back of the house, set apart by a 
There are no windows, and it is; bamboo curtain, were the women's 
extremely dark inside, but this| quarters where they lived with 
the Indian considers an advan- | their children, and theirs was the 
tage as he is always subject to at-| responsibility to do the cooking. 
tack from his enemies, and being | So beside their bamboo beds were 
mside 


ing out, he can see much better! cooking in blackened. crude metal 
what is approaching. | or earthenware pots. 

Several skinny dogs announced | 
our arrival at the home of the| 
chief and we entered by the main 
door. The old chief was seated 
on his chair (just the stump of a| were, drawn to this jungle hut 
tree) and as we entered, he| because of the promise of a medi- 
motioned to some of the women to} ¢al clinic. That night Frank Drown 
bring us seats (other stumps!),| preached to them about Jesus 
but although not “easy chairs” I! and His love, and how eagerly 
assure you they felt wonderful | they listened, They would not let 
after our long trek through the|him stop, and it was well into 
jungle trails. When strangers enter | the night before we could lay our 
a Jivaro house, they never speak | weary bédies on the bamboo beds 
until spoken to by the owner,| and try to rest. 
so we sat and rested, as we were ' 
about exhausted, and the chief | I plese Oh ek binaries we 
continued his conversation With i Ap irtedaney Gitassccints p53 
some other visitors. This was not | us was the deepest penetration 
rudeness, but merely their invari- I had made into that dark and 
able custom. In a few minutes the terrible country. I could not. seem 
chief recognized us and then be- to sleep, but prayed that God 
gan the ceremonial greeting—re- | Would oo) eee xe ae omer 
peating the same phrases, over and | istered $0: the bodies of these 
over again in a monotonous tone | fierce and strange people, and that 


i. ‘ f ; ith ing w io 
until, after ten of fifteen minu-| ‘© OPemns wedge might be used 


tes, the greeting period is over, | °! the Spirit oe God to begin * 
Sis the. old ‘chief began: real work in their midst. Finally 
[ fell asleep, only to be awakened 
“So you have come.” “Yes, we; before 5:30 as the women be- 
have come,” we replied. “Really? | gan to prepare breakfast. It was 
Really! Well, well, yes, why did| pitch dark outside, but everybody 
you come?” “We came to see you,” | was up. Soon three small fires 
we answered. ““To see ME, to see| were going inside the hut, and 
me?” “Well, well, you came to see; the women began to go from per- 
me.” “Yes, we came to see you,”’| son to person with a small gourd 
was our continued reply. “‘Realiy,| full of water—it was time to get 
really, to see me? You did cometwashed! 


There were twenty Indian men 
there, and with few exceptions, 
none had ever heard the Gospel of 
the Lord Jesus! But there they 


’ 


in semidarkness and peer-| little fires, over which food was | 


Our morning ablutions are apt 
to become quite complicated, but 
not so with the Jivaro Indians! 
From the gourd the Jivaro takes 
a mouthful of water and with head 
bent forward, lets it run slowly 
out of his mouth, thus making in 
effect, a faucet, under which 
stream he washes his hands—no 
soap, of course! The water soaks 
into the ground, Then the Indian 
takes a drink of water, and with 
his wet hands, he smooths down 
his hair—and he’s all finished! 


Shortly after breakfast, Indians 
began to arrive in large numbers, 
men and boys at the front en- 
trance, women and children at 
the rear “door.” It wasn’t long be- 
fore we had our medicines and 
equipment laid eut on our wood- 
en bed, and we told them we were 
ready to examine them and give 
needed treatment. For a long time, 
no one moved, They had never 
seen people like us before, they 
had no previous contact with the 
white man’s medicine, but finally 
the old chief stood up, and came 
slowly over to us. We had ar- 
ranged a tree stump for the pa- 
tient to sit on. Can you visualize 
the scene? The dark, smoke-filled, 
crowded hut, perhaps 75 Indians 
standing around, listening to each 
word, watching each motion. Soon 
we had finished with their chief, 
and he moved proudly away, car- 
rying a little bottle of medicine. 
Now the tension was broken—“it 
wasn’t So bad after all,” they nod- 
ded to each other! “The white 
doctor doesn’t do the painful 
things our witch doctor does,” so 
another man stepped forward. Aft- 
er that, they crowded forward, 
and then the women and children 
came. By the time the morning 
was over, we were glad to step out 
for a breath of fresh air. 


Then came lunch, and before the 
jungle people could begin to move 
away, Frank Drown sat down in 
their midst and began to talk 
with them about the Lord Jesus 
Christ, They forgot ali about their 
desire to leave, and listened for 
the first time, to the story of God’s 
love in sending His Son. As I sat 
and listened, my heart was strange- 
ly moved, and I thought, “Why 
haven't they been told before?”’ 
The answer is that we Christians 
have failed. How little we have 
cared about those who do not 
know of our Saviour. How little 


‘we have cared about foreign mis- 


sions. We have done everything 
else we can think of—except obey 
the Great Commission! We have 
heard the story so often that some 
of us seem to have spiritual in- 
digestion, and countless millions 
die without having heard the 
blessed Gospel once. I thought of 
Luke 12:48, as I sat in that Jivaro 
Indian group—‘For unto whom- 
soever much is given, of him shal. 
be much required.” Oh, Christian 
friend, what is your responsibility 
to a group such as the one I 
watched that afternoon? 


We had a busy clinic for the 
rest of that day. Most of the chil- 
dren suffered from worms, there 
was a lot of Pinta, a disease that 
causes a skin eruption, and chan- 
ges its color to blue or purple. 
There were many cases of the can- 
cer-like disease mentioned earlier, 
attacking the mouth and nose. 
This disease can be cured, and 
this fact brings many, many In- 
dians to our clinics from faraway, 
unreached areas, where word has 
penetrated that the white doc- 
tor can cure this disease before 
the entire nose is destroyed. By 
late afternoon all the visiting In- 
dians had gone, but not before 
each one had been spoken to about 
Jesus. 


After supper, we had a won- 
derful evening, talking with the 
chief and all his family, including 
the women and children, who no 
longer had the slightest fear of us. 
Then the chief began to open his 
heart to us. He lived in constant 
fear of death because members 
of a neighboring tribe had vowed 
to kill him. He did not know 
the reason, but that is a common 
state of affairs in the jungle. He 
asked us if we were not afraid to 
sit there at night with him, lest his 
enemies come and we, too, be 
killed. We said we were not, be- 
cause God would protect us from 
harm. He was puzzled, for he could 
not understand freedom from fear, 
and I thought of Hebrews 2:15, 
where we read that the Lord Je- 
sus came to this earth “to deliver 
them who through fear of death 
were all their lifetime subject to 


bondage.” Then the wind began 
to blow, and thunder reverberated 
through the jungle. 


We could hear the approaching 
torrent of rain, and the chief be- 
came more frightened every mo- 
ment, for it is a common trick of 
a would-be murderer to come 
through the rain, murder the vic- 
tim, and escape, leaving the rain 
to wash away any tracks. Sudden- 
ly in the midst of that howling 
wind and rain, with the house 
groaning and swaying, no light 
except a candle we had brought 
with us, there was a sudden and 
very brilliant flash of lightning, 
with the accompanying clap of 
thunder which almost deafened us. 
At this the poor old chief jumped 
off his seat, crying hysterically 
that his enemies had come, now 
they would kill us all. 


Preaching Jesus to the Chief 
Who Had Never Heard 


They watched to see what we 
would do, and we quietly built a 
little fire beside our bed, and sat 
down to sing. Now none of us have 
voices that you would ever want 
to hear in public, but the Indians 
loved it. Soon they were seated, 
men, women and children, in a cir- 
cle around us, and the old chief 
sat on his stump, with his hands 
resting on a stick in front of him— 
what a sight it was! Frank Drown 
knew a few choruses which had 
been translated into Jivaro, and 
how delighted they were to find 
something which they could sing 
along with us! Finally, with Frank 
acting as interpreter, I had the 
blessed privilege of witnessing to 
this whole family about the Lord 
Jesus Christ. I told them how I 
came to know the Saviour; of the 
joy and peace He had given me; 
of how life had changed, and of 
how I hoped to see Him one day. 
Then I thanked the chief for his 
hospitality and kindness to us, but 
said I hoped we would meet him 
in Heaven some day. ‘There was 
absolute silence. In the light of 
the flickering fire, I could see the 
chief looking intently at me, his 
chin resting on his stick. There 


the burden of these needy souls 
for whom Christ died. Praise His 
name for the Rimmer Memorial 
Hospital, which will enable us to 
do more for souls who need Him, 


Once again we were on the trail, 
heading back to the Gospel Mis- 
sionary Union mission station at 
Macuma. We were out of boiled 
drinking water on the return trip, 
and had only sugar cookies left 
to eat, but we had to be back at 
the station before dark, and we 
kept on going, slipping on the 
clay-like mud, toiling up the hills, 
wading the jungle rivers, hour after 
wading the jungle rivers, hour 
after weary hour, until I felt 
my aching legs could not car- 
ry me safely over slippery mud- 
holes, and my feet sank deep in 
the treacherous mud. But as my 
body ached and pained, my heart 
sang for joy. A new era had been 
opened up; a new section of the 
Jivaro tribe had been contacted 
for the Gospel; new friends had 
been made; many had promised to 
visit the mission station. We ar- 
rived just before dark, our legs 
shaking and our bodies exhausted, 
but it had been worth it all! Good 
news awaited us — a great in- 
crease in the attendance at the 
regular Wednesday prayer meet- 
ing—54 having attended, only six 
of them being regular members. 


We had many other thrilling 
experiences on this trip, but I can- 
not tell them all now. Soon we 
were on the way back to Quito, 
praising God for the joy not only 
of bringing bodily relief from suf- 
fering, but for the far greater joy 
of telling the untold about Jesus 
and His love. Sometimes our 
friends at home ask us how we can 
live where we do, and I want 
to say, with complete sincerity, we 
are happy beyond words to ex- 
press, and would not be anywhere 
else in the world, for all the money 
and advantages that might be of- 
fered us. There is nothing to com- 
pare with the thrill of leading men 
and women to Jesus Christ, and 
this jungle ministry is one of the 
most blessed experiences we have. 


was a wistful expression on his. 


face, and his eyes looked misty and 
full of tears. It was hard for me 
to be sure, though, for my own 
eyes were so misty I could hardly 
see. There beside him were his 
sons, their wives, and little child- 
ren. All were listening as though 
their lives depended on it, Twenty- 


four hours ago they had never 
heard the name of Jesus—they 


were living in filth, squalor and 
poverty in the jungle, and Christ 
had died for their sins. The trage- 
dy was that they had never heard 
that glorious message. Frankly, I 
could hardly speak, I was so mov- 
ed, These people had never heard, 
and we had the privilege of telling 
them. I shall never forget the 
pathos and joy of the experience. 
Then we taught them a-very sim- 
ple chorus in their Jivaro tongue 
—‘Oh, Jivaro, trust in Jesus.” 
How they listened! We could not 
get to bed that night until very 
late—they would not let us go! 


The next morning we had to 
leave, and the chief urged us to 
return before too long. I knew 
how long it would be before that 
jungle trip could be made again, 
and I said I hoped with all my 
heart he would put his trust in Je- 
Sus, and then we would meet again, 
in Heaven if not on earth. Oh, the 
deep pathos of his face—the wist- 
ful, hungry, longing look. He 
wanted to say yes, he was still 
groping in darkness, but for the 
first time in his life he had seen 
a ray of hope ahead, It had not 
yet penetrated the years of heath- 


en darkness, and I hated to leave |'"~ 


him. I wanted to lead him to know 
my Jesus, but we had to move on. 
We are so shorthanded, there is 
so much to be done. The fields 
are ripe unto harvest, 


so we left him— an old man, too 
old to take the exhausting journey 
to the mission station, but I can- 
not forget that old man, and pray 
that He may commit his soul to 
Jesus. Oh, how tragic to be near- 
ing the end of life’s road with- 
out the Saviour. Friend, have you 
ever thanked God for the privilege 
of having been born in a Christian 
country, where you could hear 
the Gospel? Suppose you had 
been born in that dark jungle? 
Surely we have a heavy responsi- 
bility toward these unfortunate, 
unreached people. May God lay 
upon our hearts anew and afresh 


but the! 
laborers are so pitifully few! And. 


| 
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(From MEDICINE THE MAGNET, copy- 


right 1955 by Dr. Paul W. Roberts. Pub- 


lished by Morning Cheer, Inc. Box 3, 
Philadelphia 5, Pa. 64 pages. Send $1.0°.) 
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